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PREFACE. 



All we have got to say in the way of a preface 
to this work is, that our friend Tom Scott, seeing 
his Adventures advertised as the sporting adven- 
tures of " Thomas Scott, Esquire," wrote to us to 
say that he calls himself Mister — Mr. Thomas 
Scott, and that he has " Thomas Scott, Fabmer, 
Hawbuck Grange," in honest parliamentary- sized 
letters, without flourish or eye-mystifying gewgaw, 
on the back of his dog-cart, as any one who likes to 
inspect it may see. 



London, 
October, 1847. 
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HAWBUCK GRANGE, 



CHAPTER I. 

CUB-HUNTING. 



" Sport in fox-huriting cannot be said to begin before October, 
but in the two preceding months a pack is either made or 
marred." — Beckford. 

" It was the horn I heard," said Scott, as the 
old mare again cocked her ears to the wind. " It 
was the horn I heard, as I came over Adding- 
ton HiU, though the country looks so green and 
gay that I never thought of such a thing as 
hunting." 

This exclamation was elicited as, on a fine bright 
September day, a month in which, according to 
the usual course of English summers, harvest 
operations would be about commencing in many 
parts, Mr. Thomas Scott the hero of this work, 
whose " pedigree and performances " must work 
themselves out as we proceed, was taking a quiet 
ride "across country" to hear how things were 
going on at the kennel. 

B 



2 CUB-HUNTING. 

The kennel is a grand summer lounge. One 
is sure to fall in with somebody to talk to ; either 
the huntsman ingratiating himself with his entry, 
the whip sweeping the yards, or the feeder filling 
his boiler or scalding his troughs. It is pri- 
vileged easiness — not idleness, but easiness — for 
the huntsman can "make of" a pup quite as well 
in the presence of a stranger as when alone, and 
the whip is not likely to be put off his work by 
answering " interrogatories," as our friend Big- 
bag of the Chancery bar calls his questions, nor 
the boiler turned from his purpose by listening 
to our rigmarole. Therefore a man goes to the 
kennel with the certainty of a smiling reception 
and a gossip, instead of a gruff " Well, what do 
you want ? " or the " I 'm particularly busy 
just now," of the man .who, seeing one's ap- 
proach from his window, mutters to himself, 
" Here 's that confounded Tom Scott coming to 
bother me with his infernal nonsense. I wish he 

was . Ah, Tom, my dear fellow, how are 

you ?" &c. 

Tom was riding his favourite old roan mare, 
that has carried him safely for ten good seasons, 
and who knows just as well what she goes out 
for as he does. She had gone stepping along, 
with the snaffle bridle rein dangling carelessly on 
her neck when, on reaching the summit of the 
aforementioned hill, she suddenly pricked her ears, 
giving certain indications of gaiety quite incom- 
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CUB-HUNTING. • 3 

patible with the sober steadiness of pace she had 
been pursuing. 

Mr. Scott no more thought of hearing the horn in 
September than he did of picking gooseberries at 
Christmas, or of having a snowball romp in August. 
Indeed, how should he ? Take the summer or no 
summer of 1845 as a " precedent," as Bigbag would 
say, and ^yhat was he doing in September? Shear- 
ing a bit of barley — beginning with the wheat, 
perhaps and the "tartars" standing so ridiculously 
green as to look for all the world like next year's 
crop. The summers of 1845 and 1846 were not 
in the least like the same thing, neither were the 
winters. Some masters hardly got any cub-hunting 
at all in 1845, so late and protracted was the har- 
vest. But, when they did begin hunting, what a 
season they had ! Almost a surfeit — to the short 
stud ones, certainly a surfeit. We have not had 
such an early season as the one of 1846, since 
" Plenipo's" year, when we remember seeing a buck 
ride up Doncaster High-street in scarlet and boots 
on the Leger day. The summer was a roaster ; but 
what a winter followed ! That, however, we will 
deal with as we go on. 

Well, old Barbara was right. At a second blast, 
her small pointed ears almost touched, and she 
stood stock still. The spot she chose was worthy 
the eye of a painter. It was the angle of a road, 
commanding as well the deep-ribbed Gothic arches 
of an old stone bridge, as the bend of the rapid 

B 2 



4 • CUB-HUNTING. 

river above, whose rocky sides were fringed with 
stately trees of various sorts, in all the motley 
beauty of autumnal leaf. The hounds were out. 
Mr. Scott had not stood many seconds, ere the weU- 
known " Get away ! " of the whip, on the one side, 
and the horn of the huntsman on the other, pro- 
claimed that they had drawn the banks. 

Presently he saw a scarlet — a purple, rather — 
then another, and shortly after a small cavalcade, 
among which he distinctly recognised the flaunting 
of a couple of habits, emerged from the wooded 
water-side and made for the grass field above. 

The horn again twanged, and the whips cracked 
loud and heavily on the clear crisp atmosphere, 
sounding over the far country like guns. 

" I 'm in luck," said Mr. Scott, pretending to 
tickle old Barbara's sides with his spurless shoot- 
ing shoe-heel. The old mare, however, wanted 
no persuasion. Having satisfied herself what was 
going on, she forthwith gathered herself together, 
and began showing her big black knees below her 
nose, as she trotted away in the line. 

She knew the way as well as Scott did — in at 
the bridle-gate by Squire Ramrod's keeper's, across 
the lawn, through the brook, and at the back of 
Mr. Hacker's farm buildings, then a long trot along 
the banks, and another bridle-gate at the top lets 
her into the field where the hounds were. She had 
often gone that line, but never so early in the 
year — at least never for the purpose of hunting- 
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We have often doubted whether masters of 
hounds like seeing people out cub-hunting or not, 
and, we have about settled the question in our 
own mind as follows, viz. that huntsmen or masters 
who go out early — at day-break, for instance — 
are glad to see people, because they are sure that 
none but sportsmen will come ; whereas the mid- 
day or afternoon performance favours all the idle, 
yammering, bothersome, chance-medley customers 
of the country. 

Take to-day's field as a sample. There were the 
Misses Ogleby, beautiful girls, and full of chatter ; 
and in their train the great Mr. Tarquinius MuflT, 
dressed like a dancing-master, and his brother 
Blatheremskite Muff, who come after the girls 
instead of after the hounds. Then there was little 
Dr. Podgers, the union doctor, on his black pony, 
who fell in with the hounds at Gunton Gate, and 
is deluding himself into the idea that he is hunting ; 
• Drippinghead, the butcher's boy, with his greasy 
blue coat, and apron tucked round his waist, who 
is stealing his hour to the detriment of his unfor- 
tunate nag, who will have to gallop all the way 
home ; an unknown gentleman in gambadoes, with 
an umbrella under his arm ; Tom Muzroll, the 
horsebreaker, who is instructing a four-year-old at 
the expense of the pack ; and two weed-riding, 
be-trowsered, be -whiskered young gentlemen from 
the neighbouring town of Scrapetin, who just may 
be anything or anybody. 

B 3 



6 CUB-HUNTING. 

But Scott approaches the field. Hark to old Muff ! 
Tarquinius, that 's to say. " Halloo, Mr. Scott ! " 
exclaims he, with all the consequence of the great 
Mr. O'Toole, the toast-master himself. " Halloo, 
Mr. Scott, you are getting slack in your old age. 
What! only coming out now ! You Ve lost the most 
beautitul thing that ever was seen — found half-a- 
dozen most beautiful foxes all huddled together, 
and had the most charming hunt that can possibly 
be imagined. Hadn't we, Miss Amelia ?" asks he, 
appealing to the younger of the sisters. 

" dear ! thuch a delightful hunt ! " lisps the 
beauty, repressing her jet black hair beneath her 
smart black Malay cock-feathered hat. " My pony 
took thuch a jump ! " added she, raising herself up 
in the saddle, as if to show how it was done, 
sousing down an uncommonly neat embonpoint 
figure. 

Muff is Scott's abomination. Had he ever thought 
of meeting him, he would have gone " t'other 
way." Muff knows he despises him, and calls him 
a " humbug," but cannot resist the opportunity of 
showing off before the ladies by pretending to be 
a great sportsman. They don't know that he 
isn't, and he thinks by carrying matters with a 
high hand to prevent Scott exposing him. 

Just as Scott had undergone the Muffs, and made 
his salutations to the " ladies," who received him 
in the sort of way young ladies generally receive 
incorrigible fox-hunting, not particularly young or 
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overgilt bachelors — just as Scott had undergone 
and performed all this we say, Arrogant, who had 
been making the banks echo with her name, at last 
condescended to creep through the wood-fence, and 
make for the pack in the hurried way peculiar to 
disobedient hounds with an irate whipper-in at 
their stems. 

" Get to him^ Arrogant I ^^ screamed Joe, the 
second whip, galloping and cracking his whip, as 
though he would cut her in two. 

Mr. Neville, who had been sitting patiently wait- 
ing Arrogant's appearance, to say a few words to the 
juvenile delinquent, and parrying Blatheremskite 
Muffs importunities to know when he would begin 
" advertising," was just turning his horse to move 
on when Mr. Scott's appearance attracted his 
attention. 

" Ah Tom, my boy ! " exclaimed he, his hand- 
some face brightening up with a smile, " I was just 
thinking of you. I was just looking at that ugly 
turnstile, and thinking of the confounded cropper 
you got over it on the first day of the season. By 
Jove that's twenty years since," added he, with a 
shake of the head, and a significant glance of his 
bright eye. 

" Three and twenty^ Sir," replied Tom, for so we 
will take the liberty of calling him too. 

" By Jove, you 're right," rejoined Mr. Neville. 
" Quite rights I do dedare^^ with an emphasis, and a 
dig of his hunting-whip end on his thigh. " It 
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8 CUB-HUNTING. 

was the fifteenth season of ray hunting the country, 
and now I'm in my thirty-eighth — time flies.^^ 

" It passes lightly over you, Sir, though," observed 
Tom. 

" Middling," replied he, cheerfully. " Middling 
— can't complain. What do you think of the young 
hounds? That's a nice lot," said he, pointing to 
some yellow pied ones who came frisking forward 
as he called them by name ; "Marksman! Merlin! 
Messmate! Midnight! Myrtle! by old Marmion out 
of Marcia," added he, his eyes sparkling as he looked 
at them. " Marmion was by Sir Bellingham Gra- 
ham's Marmion, you know; and Marcia was by 
Lord Lonsdale's Monarch out of Modish;" and so 
he went on through his entry. 

Mr. Neville is one of the last of the old school 
of sportsmen ; of men who made fox-hunting their 
study, instead of mixing it up with half-a-dozen 
other pursuits. Everything connected with his es- 
tablishment is ordered with the regularity of the 
army, and conducted with the precision of a regi- 
ment. Cub-hunting : — Undress; men in hats, last 
year's coats, boots, breeches, and whips, riding, 
exercising horses; master in a sort of costume com- 
bining the varieties of the shooter, the hare-hunter, 
and the farmer — white hat, green cut-away, striped 
cravat and waistcoat, drab breeches, with cloth caps 
to his boots, and a pair of heavy-looking spurs; 
horse, a hack ; saddle -and bridle, last year's ones, 
whip ditto ; and there's the cub-hunting turn-out. 
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Year after year has seen him in the same ; and 
so rapidly have they passed, that the first time 
appears but as last year. Nor has the hand of 
time marked its lapse more strongly on his 
person. His hair may be a shade greyer, whiter 
rather ; but his figure retains its pristine lightness 
and neatness, he sits well into his saddle, and 
looks like what he is — a gentleman and a sports- 
man. How unlike the Mufi^s with their ringlets, 
and chains, and brooches, and gew-gaws — their 
registered paletots, satin cravats, white leather 
trousers, and varnished, heel-spurred boots ! They 
look more like Hyde Park than the hunting-field. 

" This is our jirst day," observed the squire. 
" Indeed, I didn't think of going; but it wus so 
fine, and the Misses Ogleby persuaded me." 

The fact was, the Muffs had bothered him so that 
he went to the kennel to get rid of them ; and find- 
ing they followed, he took out the hounds. " We 
killed a cub in Clifton Dean," continued he; " and 
found a litter in the banks, and now we are going 
to Cold-brook Gorse; we've plenty of foxes^ and 
there is a litter there wants disturbing." So saying 
he gave the signal to old Ben, the huntsman, who 
forthwith tickled his nag in the flank, and, preceded 
by Tom, the whip, took a line of bridle gates for 
Cold-brook Gorse. ^ 

The country was not quite clear of com ; indeed, 
they came upon a field of oats they were shearing, 
across a comer of which the route lay. 
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" Come on, Sir — come on, Sir !" cried the farmer, 
from amidst his work-people, seeing the squire was 
turning away to avoid the damage of the hounds 
through the standing com. *' You 're quite wel- 
come, Sir ! — you 're quite welcome. Sir ! " repeated 
he, as he held open the gate into the field. This 
put the horsemen into single file; and as they 
jogged on, Tom thus began to ruminate : — 

" Cub-hunting is only poor sport to any but the 
inmiediately interested," said he. " It resembles 
the tuning of the instruments for a grand let off of 
a concert, all of which is very right, necessary, 
and proper, but a sort of thing that the public 
care very little to hear. To the master, however, 
it is everything. It is the rehearsal of the per- 
formance of the season, and upon which much of 
his credit and comfort depends. Still it has more 
the air of the foreign chasse about it than the 
go -along clear- the -stage devil- take- the- hindmost- 
sort of affair of an English fox-hunt. It is like 
a play, with the principal character omitted — a 
kill without a run, or the intention of a run." 

Despite the sneer and smile of contempt it may 
raise on the features of our friends, we will candidly 
state that we agree with Mr. Scott and are not cub- 
hunters. We have no taste for killing foxes " while 
they suck," as the old huntsman said to the young 
one, who was boasting of the number of noses he 
reckoned on the kennel door. 

Cub-hunting is like the noise and prattle of 
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children*, all very delightful to the ' parents, but 
very uninteresting to strangers. If you get up in 
the middle of the night to start with the light, 
though you avoid the Muffs, you have not the 
excitement that attends the same performance in 
the spring of the year, when you go to drag up to 
a wild flying fox. In the latter case, you have 
the hopes of a gallant run over a boundless extent 
of country, while, with the cubs it is all up and 
down, backwards and forwards, heading and tally- 
hoing back. Hunting is hunting, no doubt, and 
the cry of hounds is very delightful — far better 
than Jullien's or any other body's band — ^and the 
cry of hounds is most beautiful in a wood, but a 
great part of the joyful excitement is lost by the 
knowledge that the fading dying notes outside, so 
quickly following " Tally-ho ! a-w-a-y ! " will not 
be heard. " Tally-ho! back! Tally-ho! back!" is 
only a poor cry. 

In short, cub-hunting is neither one thing 
nor another, to any one save the master and his 
men. There is neither the joyous wide-awake 
uncertainty and excitement peculiar to the real 
thing, nor the quiet, staid, take-it-easy, game-at- 
chess-sort of labyrinth unwinding of hare-hunting. 
Cub-hunting is good for the ladies and men like 
the Muffs, who come out for appetites and to kill 
time. They can take up positions on hills and 
view commanding spots, join the chiding of hounds 
with the charms of the landscape, and trot away 
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when they havp had enough of either; but the man 
who wants his gallop, and to see hounds work, had 
better take a turn with the harriers. It is bad 
enough laming a horse with harriers at the begin- 
ning of the season, but infinitely worse stubbing 
or staking one in cub-hunting." Moreover, the 
ground is generally so desperately hard in autumn, 
that it shakes and shatters the often not over 
sound legs and feet of the old hunter. Many a 
horse is perfectly sound in November, that makes a 
very pottering shamble of it over the hard ground 
in September or October. But we are only stating 
what everybody knows. 

The hounds soon arrived at Cold-brook Gorse; 
and a fine, large, close, healthy cover it was. Bush 
swelled above bush, like undulations of the sea, or 
like cauliflower heads; and the rising ground of 
the north side commanded a view of the whole. 
A belt of now bright yellow horse-chestnuts, broken, 
weather-beaten, and bent, formed a sort of shelter 
on that side. There were eight or ten acres of it 
altogether, and we hold that one cover of eight or 
ten acres is worth eight or ten covers of two or 
three acres. 

The low end we should add was bounded by 
Cold-brook, a very uninviting, sedgy, rotten-banked 
looking burn, of ^reat reputed coldness of water, as 
frequently tested in the course of each season. 

The hounds were soon in the cover. 

The compact gorse began to shake, and in less 
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than two minutes the place was alive with their 
melody. 

They had found no end of foxes I The scared 
blackbirds flew in all directions ; rabbits popped in 
and out ; and every now and then a great golden- 
throppled cock-pheasant or dusky-coloured hen rose 
with boisterous clamour, as if furiously indignant 
at such unwonted intrusion. 

Up and down, and round about, the whips rode, 
hooping, and hallooing, and cracking their whips ; 
but it is weary work hallooing to hounds with a 
good scent in a close gorse. 

# * * * * 

At last a cub slipped out at the low comer with 
Marksman, Merlin, and Midnight after him. 

"Oh! pray turn those hounds, Mr. Muff! " hal- 
looed Mr. Neville from the junction of the rides in 
the centre of the gorse. 

Tarquinius Muff, when thus appealed to, was in 
the middle of a long dissertation on shirt frills, on 
which he particularly prides himself, being generally 
set off in front like a pouter pigeon ; and thinking 
the appeal to him for assistance complimentary to 
his sporting skill, he immediately gathered his 
horse together, and with a touch of his large brass 
heel spurs, proceeded to show off before the 
ladies by giving chase to the fugitives. 

The horse seemed to like the fiin, and went off 
so resolutely that Muff never saw the brook until 
just in time to pull the horse in, which he did 
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most skilfully, blobbing right over head in the 
middle of it ! 

We are ashamed to say the ladies laughed, as 
their dripping friend came spluttering ashore. 

With that sorry exploit we will conclude Tom 
Scott's first day of a bad season. 
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CHAP. II. 

THE GOOSE AND DUMPLING HUNT. 

" Harriers, to be good, like all other hounds, must be kept 
to their own game ; if you run fox with them, you spoil them ; 
hounds cannot be perfect unless used to one scent and one 
style of hunting. Harriers run fox in so different a style from 
hare, that it is of great disservice to them when they return 
to hare again ; it makes them wild, and teaches them to skirt. 
The high scent which a fox leaves, the straightness of his run- 
ning, the eagerness of the pursuit, and the noise that generally 
accompanies it, all contribute to spoil harriers." — Beckfokd. 

Mr. Scott was debating whether to go to Holbrook 
Fair, or take his dogs and gun and stroll up to 
the ten-acre piece they were draining, when the 
short harsh bark of Snap at the door, and the clink 
of the German catch of the side gate, announced 
somebody coming. 

It was Joe Stumps, Mr. Trumper of JoUy-rise's 
man, whose trot and bustling air, with the por- 
tentous display of a ponderous hunting-whip, be- 
spoke no common errand. 

Tom went to the porch to meet him — 

" Meazster's compliments and hooundes be out," 
said Joe, with which laconic speech he was turning 
his horse's head to go away .without deigning to 
say where "hooundes" were. 

" Where are ihey^ Joe?^' hallooed Scott. 
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" Stockenchurch HUl, to be sure /" replied Joe, as 
if it was not possible for them to be anywhere else. 
The man of few words then trotted away, leaving 
Tom in contemplation of his enormous disk and the 
hind quarters of his short-legged, well-actioned bay 
dray-horse-looking nag, whose sides were covered 
with the flowing laps of Joe's green frock coat. 

Mr. Trumper took Stumps on account of his silent 
qualities (a great recommendation for harriers), a 
silence nearly reduced to muteness, by Joe's leaving 
out as many words in the few sentences he does 
utter as he possibly can, according to the approved 
fashion of his native wolds. In other respects he 
is very like the hare-hunter — heavy, patient, 'cute, 
and cunning, a good rider for a heavy man, careful 
of his horse and chary of damage. He is perfectly 
satisfied that there is not a more important per- 
sonage under the sun than his master, and that he 
himself is the next greatest man going. 

Mr. Scott, availing himself of Mr. Trumper's 
politeness, enables us to introduce the hunt to our 
readers. 

There is one advantage of harriers — you always 
know where to find them, and can cut in for a game 
at romps, just as a dowager does for a hand at whist. 

Sleekpow . the groom had anticipated Scott's 
movements ; for when he went to the stable, he 
found the " Wilkinson and Kid" astride of the hay 
crib, and the well-polished bridle hanging on the 
hook between the stalls. . 



THE GOOSE AND DUMPLING HUNT. 17 

" Just put the saddle on old Barbara," said Tom, 
in the negligie sort of way that may mean any 
thing — any thing, at least, except fox-hunting, 

" Hare-hunting certainly ought not to be made a 
business of. It should just be taken when one's in 
the humour." Nevertheless, we don't subscribe to 
Beckford's doctrine — that a ride to the sixth mile- 
stone and back would be as good as hare-hunting ; 
for we think, taken quietly, that hare-hunting is 
the next best sport to fox-hunting. But to make 
hare-hunting enjoyable a man should live in a good 
country for it. — in a coimtry where he can just 
turn out within a mile or two of home, and 
not have to trash away to a distant one. The 
hounds, too, should be harriers, and not dwarf fox- 
hounds, that burst a hare in ten minutes where 
there is any thing like a scent. A vicious desire 
for speed, and of making one thing serve two 
purposes, has gone far to annihilate the old, respec- 
table, slow, and steady " weU-hunted good dogs !" 
— harrier packs of former days. Instead of the 
" squire," or a few substantial farmers, keeping their 
ten or twelve couple of harriers, we have a sort of 
bastard fox-hunt clubs that run a muck at every- 
thing, except the game licence. 

The two sports — hare-hunting and fox-hunting 
— do not differ more in their nature than the 
relative expenses of each differ. 

Hare-hunting requires neither state, machinery^ 
nor preparation; nobody expects to see anything 
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but a lot of merry-looking little animals wriggling 
and jumping about, attended, perhaps, by a man 
on foot with the couples, or an elderly servant 
on an elderly horse ; but an establishment, calling it- 
self a fox-hunt, is a very different thing, and raises 
very different expectations. 

There must be a couple of men at the least, with 
thtee or four horses that can both gallop and jump. 
These two men, and these three or four horses, 
trifling as they appear upon paper, make a consider- 
able item at the end of the year; and if the country 
is at all hollow, which most countries are fast be- 
comings from the quantity of draining going on, 
the expense of " stopping " alone, comes to as much 
as the whole annual expense of the merry harriers. 
Then the promoters have recourse to all sorts of 
screwing and scraping, applying to members of 
Parliament, and people who don't hunt, and go 
running open-mouthed at every chance person that 
comes out, to support the rickety concern, which is 
generally a disgrace to fox-hunting, and a nuisance 
to the country they haunt, not hunt. 

Fox-hunting should be done handsomely ! There 
is something about the noble animal that forbids 
our treating him slightingly. He should be hunted 
like a gentleman. What chance have a lot of 
trencher-fed, milk-fattened, street-scouring beggars 
with a good high-couraged, clean-feeding, well- 
conditioned flyer ? None whatever ! The further 
they go the further they are left behind, till the 
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lagging sportsmen have the satisfaction of seeing 
them struggling in fits, or sinking exhausted in 
the furrows. Then the talk and noise they make 
on a kill shows how unusual a thing it is with 
them. Nothing can be more pitiable than the 
half-rigged turn out of an ill supported pretension 
to a fox-hunt. The boosdy-looking huntsman 
(generally the saddler or publican) — the wretched 
broken-kneed, over- worked, leg-weary job horse — 
the faded half jockey, half huntsman-looking caps 
— the seedy, misfitting, HolyweU-street-looking 
coats — the unclean boots and filthy breeches — ^ 
with the lamentable apologies for saddles and 
bridles. We never see a Tom-and-Jerry-looking 
" scarlet" without thinking how much more respect- 
able the wearer would look in black. We never 
see a country-scouring, fence-flattening field without 
thinking how much better they would be with a 
pack of harriers. But to the hunt. 

Mr. Scott reached Stockenchurch Hill just in 
time to see the delighted Mr, Trumper pick up 
his hare before the baying pack on the moor-edge 
side of the country. 

Puss had made a wide circuit of the whole, and 
was run into a small enclosure, whose crop of 
oats still stood in stook upon the ground. 

It was a fine view. Three parts of the hill are 
encircled with fertile pastures and productive corn 
fields, while the fourth stretches away, far as the 
eye can reach, in undulating and occasionally. 

c 2 
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broken moorland ground. The fertile patches 
irrigating the whole were dotted over with little 
blttok-fiiocd sheep, while from the then brown- 
ing heather the wild and scared muir-fowl rose 
\\\ nolny clamour, winging their ways to quieter 
rrgluni^ In the distance. 

*rho day was clear and bright, good both for 
hearing and seeing, and occasional fitful gleams of 
MUUBhine fell upon the distant landscape, lighting 
up the green patches, or disclosing rocky hill-sides, 
which, but for the sun, would have been lost in 
the general dimness of the scene. 

The field was small, none but members of the hunt 
being out ; indeed, they don't encourage any other, 
and Mr. Scott looked upon it as no small compliment 
their asking him. It was composed of Giles Gosling, 
of Goose Green Farm, who pays tax for three 
couple of hounds, and, after Mr.Trumper, is the chief 
supporter of the hunt ; Harry Beanstack, of Ricot ; 
Michael and Thomas Hobbletrot, of Lingfield Green; 
Simon Driblets, of Loxley Hill Farm ; his cousin, 
Ben Bragg, of the Waterdown ; and the chaplain, 
the Reverend Timothy Goodman, rector of Swilling* 
ford. 

They were all in a similar state of elation 
to the master ; indeed, Mr. Trumper might be 
taken as a prototype of the whole, for, making 
allowance for the difierence of size, they were all 
as like each other as peas. This similarity arose 
a good deal from the sameness of their costume 
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and the singularity of its cut — extremely long, 
loose, bed-gown sort of bottle-green frock-coats, 
with laps reaching nearly down to their spurs, and 
great pewter plate-looking buttons set extremely 
wide apart behind. 

There is nothing makes a person look so queer 
as an extremely long frock or great-coat, and our 
friends making " Guys" of themselves arising a 
good deal from a spirit of covetousness — ^unworthy 
of the generous pursuit they follow — we trust this 
mention of their foible may have the effect of rec- 
tifying it, and of saving the expenditure of much 
good cloth, which they are always tearing or leaving 
behind on the fences^ or, more properly speaking, 
gaps. The fact is, the hunt always keep a web of 
cloth in common, and one man having got his coat a 
little longer than the others on a former occasion, it 
set the rest agog, and they have gone on, web after 
web, stealing a march upon each other, till every 
man puts on as much sail as ever he can carry. 
They all turn out in things like dressing-gowns, 
with huge flapped* pockets on the sides, each pocket 
being capable of carrying a hare. Their waistcoats 
and breeches bear the same affinity — the former 
small striped toilanettes, the latter large, deep- 
ribbed, fallow-field looking, patent cords ; and the 
great mahogany tops were evidently the production 
of the same hand, and made without regard to 
" right or left." Between them and the breeches 
good warm grey or white lambs'-wool stockings 

c 3 
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may be seen. On this day, each man clutched a 
ponderous iron hammer-headed whip, that looked 
for all the world like flails, they, too, having been 
bought in stock, and apportioned out to them like 
swords to yeomanry. Their hats are broad-brimmed, 
dog-hairy looking things, rather inclining to oval at 
the crown. 

Living in a retired part of the country, away 
from towns and even railways, the members of the 
>* Goose and Dumpling Hunt," as they call it, from 
the members dining off goose and apple puddings 
at each other's houses after the first day's hunting 
in each week — the members of the Goose and 
Duinpling Hunt we say — have fully satisfied them- 
selves that they are the finest, primest, heartiest 
cocks in the kingdom, and their hounds the 
best that ever were seen. 

Indeed, the hounds are as good as can be, and 
have been in existence nearly forty years, during 
the whole of which time the greatest care and 
attention have been paid to their breeding. 

Long and solemn have been the consultations 
and arguments respecting the crosses, and deep 
the consideration as to the propriety of introducing 
fresh blood. 

- These have all been faithfully chronicled by the 
chaplain and secretary, Mr. Goodman, as also the 
days of meeting and parties composing each dinner. 
• The members of the hunt are all real sportsmen, 
tnen who love hunting innately, but who take no 
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pleasure in leaping. Indeed, to teU the truth, 
since Beanstack broke his collar-bone by landing - 
on a donkey instead of " terra jirmaj'* on the far 
side of an unsurveyed fence, the members have 
declined " extra risk," as the insurance offices say, 
and if there isn't a gap where they want to be over, 
why they make one. 

Some people fancy hard riding an indispensable 
quality for a sportsman, but we believe, if we were 
to canvass the sporting world, we should find that 
the real lovers of hunting are any thing but a hard- 
riding set. Fond of seeing hounds work, they use 
their horses as a sort of auxiliary to their legs, 
and having got a good lift across a field, they lure 
all the abler to compete with a hedge, when they 
come to one, which they feel they would have had to 
take, even if on foot. 

Our friends of the hunt we are describing are all 
of this sort. Mr. Trumper, who stands six feet high, 
and turns the scale on eighteen stone, never pretends 
to ride over anything. He thinks if his great bay 
horse Golumpus can carry him handsomely over the 
heavy, he is entitled to all the ease he can give him 
at his leaps : and if in the early part of the season, 
when the old gaps are not well re-established, or a 
place has gy own over during the summer, Mr. Trum- 
per never attempts to break them through with his 
horse, but dismounting, and taking a bed-gown lap 
over each arm, he pushes backwards through, and 
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clears the way for his horse. So the field take it in 
turns to clear the course for each other. 

We should add, that their breeches are all seated 
with leather, most probably with an eye to these 
prickly performances. 

The hounds are of a breed now seldom seen — 
long, low, mealy reddish, whole-coloured hounds, 
inclining to a brownish grey along the back. They 
are fine-headed, fine-coated, and fine-steriied animals, 
with light musical tongues, and power and pace 
quite equal to, but not an over-match for, the best 
and wildest of their moor-edge hares. They look 
like harriers, and are very much of the colour of 
the hare herself. 

Not being great hands at riding, the object of 
the members of the hunt has been to keep down 
the pace of the pack, rather than to increase it, 
and they oftener draft at the head than the tail. 
Indeed, one of the rules of the hunt is, that no 
man is to ride over a leap that can by any possi- 
bility be avoided. When any thing in the shape 
of a poser intervenes, such as Narrowdell-brook 
or a moor-edge boundary wall, what craning 
and holding, and leading over is there. — " Now, 
Mr. Trumper," says Harry Beanstack, "I'll hold 
your nag till you get over ;" and Trumper, knowing 
the impossibility of clearing the brook on foot, 
just slides down the bank into the water, and 
wobbles through ; then comes the old nag, who 
takes it quite naturally, and begins eating as soon 
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as he lands. Beanstack follows in similar style, 
and a roar of laughter bursts forth as Giles Gosling 
disappears under water after a valiant attempt to 
clear the brook on foot, which checks the ardour 
of all the rest, who just stump through as Mr. 
Trumper did, trusting to the strength and honesty 
of their boots for not taking the wet in. 

But we will suppose Mr. Scott joining the hunt. 

" Halloo, Mr. Scott," exclaims Mr. Trumper, who 
had just paid the last obsequies to poor Puss, who 
was then nodding her head out of one end of Joe 
Stumps's hare case ; " Halloo, Mr. Scott, you are 
half an hour too late 1 you are half an hour too late I 
missed the finest thing that ever was seen ! three 
quarters of an hour with only a slight check at 
Littleton cross roads, and ran into her in view." 
(It had been a good twenty minutes.) "Didn't 
Joe tell you where we were ?" inquired he. 

" Oh yes," replied Scott ; " but I waited for my 
letters, and then came leisurely along, trusting to 
chance for falling in with you before you found, or 
in the course of the run." 

" You should never trust to chance with our 
hounds," retorted Truijiper, somewhat nettled at 
the unfortunate speech. " If a thing's worth 
coming to at all, it's worth coming to in time," 
with which somewhat irately delivered remark, 
he began to hoist himself on to a great sixteen 
hands horse that looked for all the world like a 
pony under him. 
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"It's not often," observed he, as he dangled 
for his stirrup, "that we trouble you fine fox- 
himting gentlemen ; for, to tell you the truth, most 
of you make far too much noise, and press far 
too close upon hounds for our taste ; but, as 
I know you can hold your tongue, and as the 
Squire hasn't begun advertising yet, I thought I'd 
just let you know, you know." 

" Much obliged," replied Scott, " much obliged ; 
you may rely upon it, I won't do any mischief." 

" Ay, but you may do mischief by riding as 
well as by shouting," observed Trumper, who 
had had his wheat desperately damaged on a former 
occasion by some of the flyers. " Your wild fox- 
hunters are all for cramming and ramming where^ 
ever hounds go, without ever considering that, by 
standing still, p'raps you'll see a deal more of the 
hunt. But you must just follow me," added he, 
putting his great horse before Barbara, " and Pll 
show you what to do." 

" Let's be doing then," added he, slipping a 
small bugle into his bedgown pocket mouth, which 
disappeared like a rabbit down. a boa constrictor's 
throat. 

The dismounted heavies then clambered on to 
their horses, and the now refreshed pack began 
baying and frolicking with delight, making the 
bright sunshiny scene merry with their presence. 
- Good humour reigning o'er all the currant-jelly 
mugs with the glorious find and kill, they pro- 
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ceeded to some fresh ground in the neighbourhood 
that had not been touched upon in the previous 
run. 

There was no bother or fiiss about gathering 
or restraining the hounds ; they just followed on as 
they liked ; and first one and then another claimed 
the admiration of our sportsmen as they passed. 

It was quite clear that our harrier masters were 
not ashamed of their turn-out, and indeed both 
hounds, horses, and men had a most substan- 
tial, yeomanlike, unpretending appearance. The 
hounds we have already described, and for the 
horses, We may say that their general stamp was 
extreme strength and activity on remarkably short 
legs. They had all square docks, otherwise the 
ponderous carcases of many of the riders would 
have made them look more like ponies or cobs 
than full-sized hunters, which they were. 

Before Scott had finished his mental valuation 
of the whole, he was interrupted by Mr. Trumper 
hallooing out to his whip, who was a little behind, 
" Which way now, Joe?" 

" Bray doikes," replied Joe; and accordingly the 
field separated, each man taking his own hedge- 
row. 

These they began flopping and beating with 
their flail-like whips, while Trumper and Joe drew 
the hounds across and across the fallows and en- 
closures. 
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Hares were not very plentiful, and half an hour 
elapsed ere Simon Driblets telegraphed a find. 

Unlike a fox, the hare puts no one in a fluster 
or hurry about a start. She is generally so ac- 
commodating as to wait till she is set a-going by 
some one turning her out of her form. 

So it was in this case. 

Mr, Driblets having seen Trumper and Joe's backs 
turned across the field again with the hounds in 
their wake, just started her quietly, and let her 
steal away at her leisure. 

All was on the silent system. No views, no 
hallooing, no heads staring up in the air. The 
hounds were never taken off their noses. 

Mr. Trumper just drew them across the line, and, 
as if by magic, they struck the scent ; after a wild 
scream of delight, that thrilled through the field, 
the hounds went away at score. 

Puss, though far ahead, was stiU within hearing 
distance, and having had a round with them before, 
mended her pace, and pressed away for the open. 

The field had now got gathered together from 
their respective beats, and each man was hugging 
his horse as though he were bent on destruction. 

Mr. Trumper rode first, and they all fell into 
places, like a troop of horse, the chaplain and Joe 
bringing up the rear. 

" This way^ young manl^^ cried Trumper to 
Scott, seeing he was going to take the line of the 
hounds, instead of following a field road through 



THE GOOSE AND DUMPLING HUNT. 29 

a line of gates that rather bent away from them. 
" This way," said he, pointing with his whip, " she'll 
turn at yon pasture end and skirt the turnips," 
said he, " and we shall catch them up at the cow- 
shed in the field but one beyond." 

Trumper was right. The hounds ran to the very 
point he predicted, and came out into Newsell's-lane 
by the cowshed — all busy and bustling like bees. 

" You never saw better hounds than those ! " 
observed Mr. Trumper, sotto voce^ pointing to them 
in ecstasy. 

" Ne," said Joe, who happened to be within 
hearing. 

Presently the pace mended, and the trot that 
had been pertinaciously maintained was converted 
into a canter, some of the fatties standing up in 
their stirrups as if for the purpose of easing their 
horses, though as yet they had done nothing. 

Still they kept the lanes and field roads, which 
appeared to turn up most accommodatingly what- 
ever way puss pointed. 

Sometimes, indeed, they seemed to turn their 
backs on the hounds, and to be riding away from 
them altogether ; but it was only momentary, and 
they presently found themselves at some pet gap 
or friendly rail, which, succumbing to the heavy- 
hammered whips, set them on the line again. 

So they went on, from lane to field, and from field 
to lane, for some time, the pace being occasionally 
good, but never great — the music beautiful. 
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Having run the length of Green-pasture Valley, 
and crossed Stockenchurch Hill, near the village 
or hamlet, a cur dog had got sufficiently near puss's 
quarters to cause her ^serious uneasiness for her 
safety, and had forced her off her line, to the 
astonishment of the field, who, not knowing what 
had happened, were calculating upon Maddingly 
Common as a certainty. Indeed, Michael Hobble- 
trot had cut away for the common at once on 
reaching the village, instead of turning short to 
the left at the blacksmith's, as the others did, 
Michael not being quite sure that the gap by the 
pond had been opened out, and reckoning he would 
save time by riding a little about instead of waiting 
his turn in case the gap had to be re-established. 
We believe we may add that Michael is rather 
given to " nicking." 

Well, great was the astonishment of the field, 
when, after a short check, where the hounds over- 
ran the line. Twister, with something between a 
note and a yell struck the scent down a newly built 
Wall pointing direct for the moors. 

" Great heavens ! She can't have gone for the 
hills!" ejaculated Tom Hobbletrot, with a lively 
recollection of a deep bog he had been in on the 
moors. 

Towler, Lovely, Ruffler, Cottager, Giiider, 
all the unerring ones of the pack, however, con- 
firmed the surmise, and that, too, with an energy 
leaving no room for doubt. 
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The scent had improved, and they went away at 
score. They packed beautifully — close as turnips. 

" We shall be in trouble," ejaculated Hobbletrot, 
as he got half way down the side of the next 
field, and saw that Coldbrook Bum was inevitable. 

A brook is the only thing in the list of hunting 
obstacles that admits of neither hope nor palliation. 
It is a regular " take it, or leave it," affair, and 
Coldbrook Bum is one of the deepest, nastiest, 
and most twisting in the country — it seems to be 
everywhere. 

Moreover, the horrors of a brook arfe materially 
increased by a previous acquaintance with it ; for 
a bold leader will frequently entice a funking 
field over a place when it comes unexpectedly 
in chase, at which many would crane and measure, 
and measure and crane, and ultimately turn 
away, if encountered in crossing from cover to 
cover. A brook is a thing at which no man 
can do any thing for another — unlike a waU, or a 
rail, or a hedge, or a locked gate, the brook stands 
boldly on its own merits, as big a leap to the last 
comer as to the first, nay, sometimes bigger, for 
rotten undermined banks are apt to give way under 
the weight of horses. Brooks being formidable 
customers at all times, we need hardly say that 
they were considerably aggravated by the au- 
tumnal rains ; indeed, places that in simimer 
well-nigh suspend payment altogether, begin 
running and roaring and behaving in the most 
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riotous manner imaginable. Coldbrook Bum may 
be mentioned as a particular instance of a refrac- 
tory streamlet; for its course being deep, and 
its bank sedgy, it is well calculated for holding 
an uncommon quantity, and when Mr. Trumper 
reached it this day, he pronounced it a bumper. 
Scott observed, however, that Trumper did'nt seem 
a bit put out on coming to it. On the contrary, he 
was more intent on his hounds, who had thrown up 
on the bank, and were trying for the scent up and 
down. 

" Yooi over, good dog ! " hallooed he to Risker 
in delight, as his dark head and back rose above 
the stream. Gleamer, Guider, Rachael quickly 
followed, and then went the body of the pack. 
" Yooi over^ all on you ! " halloed Trumper, hat in 
hand, trying to get the young ones to follow. 

The field sat in mute attention, watching the pro- 
ceedings on the opposite side. 

Risker first snatched the scent, and there was a 
rare splashing and scrambling among those in the 
brook to get at him. ** Now you wild fox-hunters," 
said Mr. Trumper, turning to Scott as he sat eyeing 
the hounds, shaking themselves on the opposite side, 
would try to leap that bum. Now 111 show you 
what us hare-hunters do," continued he, seeing the 
hounds putting their heads for the moors ; saying 
which he gathered his reins, touched his horse with 
the spur, and bustled away' to Bewdley wooden 
bridge, about a mile off, followed by the whole of 
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the field as hard as ever they could lay legs to the 
ground. 

" That's far better nor gettin a wet shirt ! " 
exclaimed Trumper, as his ponderous horse clat- 
tered over the wooden fabric, making it shake 
again with his weight. 

" But we' ve lost the hounds !" observed Scott. 

" Fiddle-te-de ! " exclaimed he ; "I know where 
they '11 be to a nicety. Come up, horse I " cried he, 
as his nag began shying at the stone steps, at the 
taking-off end of the foot-bridge. 

Having effected a landing, he forthwith gathered 
his reins, and, tickling Golumpus freely with the 
spur, set off at a good round pace, the old nag in- 
dulging in a sort of make-believe kick in his canter^ 

They were now upon the moors, with nothing to 
fear but bogs and holes, and ruts, things that did 
not seem to be included in the list of casualties of 
the Goose and Dumpling Hunt, for all the members 
began charging abreast instead of following in the 
goose fashion they had been pursuing before. 

The hounds were long out of sight ; indeed, 
they had run up a ravine, from which the dStour by 
Bewdley Bridge had interposed a hill ; but the fatties 
saw by the staring of the sheep the line they had 
taken, and the field jogged on in high exultation 
at the splendour of the run, and delighted at the 
idea of astonishing the stranger. 

Presently they got within sight of where sheep 
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were still running, or rather wheeling about, and 
then a shepherd's hat on the sky line of a far-off 
hill announced where they were. 

The riding was only awkward, the heather 
hiding both stones and holes, and the turf on the 
bare places, particularly on the hill-side, being 
extremely slippery. Nevertheless they clattered 
on, trusting entirely to their horses for safety. 

Presently they heard the cry of hounds. 

" Hold hard ! " exclaimed Mr. Trumper, " they 
are coming towards us. Hark!" exclaimed he 
(pulling up short, and holding up his hand) — 
" now, Mr. Scott, if you'll come here, Til show you 
the hare," said he. 

Accordingly, Scott followed him through a 
narrow defile to the left, and, looking over a hol- 
low in the rocky hill upon the country below, he 
saw poor puss dribbling along in a listening sort 
of canter. 

The field followed to partake of the treat. 

" Oh, she's a fine un ! " exclaimed Mr. Trumper, 
h^s eyes sparkling as he spoke; "but she's pretty 
well beat," added he; "she'll most likely begin to 
play some of her tricks : these things have far 
more cunning nor foxes," added he. " Jfow this 
is the time," continued he, addressing himself 
seriously to Scott, "that you wild fox-hunters would 
take advantage of, for the purpose of cutting short 
the diversion, by mobbing, and shouting, and taking 
every advantage of him ; but we do the thing dif- 
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ferently. We let our hounds hunt ; and if they can't 
kill a hare fairly, why they lose her." 

The hounds had now descended from the hills 
and turned the comer of the last angle that shut 
them out from view. They were working a mid- 
dling scent, which they caught and lost and lost 
and caught alternately. 

Puss heard them, and regulated her pace by 
theirs. 

Presently she began the tricks Mr. Trumper an- 
ticipated. Having got into a small fallow, she 
dribbled up a furrow above which her back was 
scarcely visible, and having run the length of it, 
she deliberately returned the same way, and with 
a mighty spring landed in a thick hedge-row. 

" That'll puzzle them," said Mr. Trumper, "for 
the scent is but cold at best, and the wet of yon 
furrow won't improve what little there is." 

" But youll let them hunt it of course?" ob- 
served Scott, thinking Mr. Trumper was paving the 
way to a little assistance. 

" Undoubtedly^^^ replied Trumper, with a deep 
sideway inclination of the head — " undoubtedly," 
repeated Trumper, " We^d scorn to take an unfair 
advantage of her. But look how they hunt ! " 
added he, "Did you ever see hounds work better; 
no babblers, no skirters, no do-nothing gentlemen 
here ; twelve couple, and all workers ; we keep no 
cats that don't catch mice, Mr. Scott. Oh, but 
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they're beauties!^ added he in ecstasy, as they 
came hunting her as true as an arrow. 

When they got upon the fallow it certainly was 
not propitious. There wasn't a hound that could 
speak to the scent, and Twister and Towler alone 
guided them on the line. 

" Those hounds are worth two hundred thousand 
pounds a-piece to Prince Albert, or any of the royal 
family who really know what hunting is," whispered 
Mr. Trumper. "See what confidence they aU 
have in them. Hark ! Cottager threw his tongue. 
That's the first time he's spoke since he came 
into the field, but he's had the scent the whole 
way. Oh ! hare-hunting is beautifiil sporty the most 
delightful amusement under the sun," added he. 
" There's nothing to compare to it. Is there, 
Beaney?" continued he, looking over his shoulder 
to our friend Beanstack, who with the rest of the 
field were now clustered behind in ardent admira- 
tion of their darlings. 

^'Nothing! nothing! nothing I ^^ was vociferated 
by all. 

The hounds had now got to the end of the double, 
and several of the young ones dashed beyond. 
Not so Twister and Towler, who cast a small semi- 
circle in advance, and then returned to the spot. 

" That's hunting now 1 " exclaimed Mr. Trumper, 
" your wild fox-dogs would have been half over the 
next parish by this time, but those hounds won't 
move an inch without a scent. See how they hunt 
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it back ; That's something like now. Far better 
than getting a hold of them and pretending to 
tell them what you keep them to tell you, which way 
the hare wenty 

" Ah, that's all very well," observed Scott, *' with 
the hare sitting in the hedge-row ; but a fox, you 
know, keeps travelling on. There's no time for 
dawdling with him." 

"You don't know but that hare may be in 
Jollyrise township by this time," snapped Mr. 
Trumper ; '^ it doesn't follow because she took the 
hedge-row, that she's there still. But we are in no 
hurry. Fair play's the universal motto of hare- 
hunters. We even have it on our buttons," added 
he, turning up a great pewter-plate-looking thing 
with a hare and the words "Fair play" under- 
neath. 

" The gentleman does'nt seem to imderstand 
much about the thing, I think," observed Michael 
Hobbletrot, who had got dribbled up from his 
detour by Maddingley Common, after a most en- 
joyable ride of the line. 

" Fox-hunters seldom do," rejoined Simon Drib- 
let. 

" More at home at a steeple hunt, p'raps," 
suggested Gosling. 

The currant jelleyers were getting personal, and 
there is no sajdng to what lengths they might have 
gone in the wild moorland region in which they 
now had their unhappy victim, had not Twister 
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fortunately obtruded his nose so neaf puss's hind 
quarters, as to cause her to bound out of the 
hedge to the galvanisation of the pack, who, with 
heads in the air, struck up a strain that set the 
now freshened horses a-frisking. Away they went 
in view. 

" Yonder she goes I Yonder she goes! Yonder she 
goes!^^ " Lauk, what a dog is that Twister ! " with 
which exclamations the bed-gown wearers began 
climbing on to their horses much in the style that 
Punch represented the old French King climbing 
on to " Artful Dodge." 

Fairly and coolly down the hill-side now they 
went " who-a-ing^^ and ^^ gent-ly-ing^^ to their horses 
as they unravelled the zig-zag mysteries of the 
track. 

The pack, meanwhile, were screaming and stream- 
ing away in the distance. 

When they had all landed at the bottom and 
shaken themselves, and those who had " led doWn " 
re-mounted, the hounds were fairly out of sight ; 
but Mr. Trumper, nothing daunted, tickled Go- 
lumpus into a canter, and putting his head the 
reverse way of what Scott had seen the hounds 
going, cut down a long slip of grass land lying 
between the rocky hills and the enclosures, and 
taking a sudden twist to the left by the comer of 
a turf fence, shot away like a meteor to the north, 
through a long line of white field gates, whose 
pleasing perspective opened in the distance. 
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Where these would have ultimately led to we 
know not, for when they had got through about 
half a dozen of them, Mr. Trumper suddenly stop- 
ped short as if shot — an evdlution so quickly fol- 
]owed by the rest of the cavalry, as to have the 
effect of shooting several of the loose riders on to 
the pommels of their saddles. 

Trumper saw the hare ! Indeed they aU saw her ; 
but Trumper saw her first. 

She was bearing right down upon them, in a 
style that would most inevitably have led to a col- 
lision, had they not pulled up. FuU of what was 
going on behind, she never thought of looking 
ahead, and nearly ran into them. Poor thing ! She 
came so close, that they distinctly saw the curl of 
warmth on her soiled fur, and the big heaving of 
her anxious breast. 

A hare is a curious mixture of cleverness and 
stupidity. We see them lobbing and staring along 
as if they hadn't an idea in their heads, and then 
all at once they perform tricks worthy of a wizard. 

" She's a fine-un," observed Mr. Trumper, aotto 
vocCy as he sat, whip erect, staring her out of coun- 
tenance. ' 

The noise he made had the effect of awaking 
her to a sense of their presence, and caused her 
to pop through a meuse in the hedge. 

" She's about done," observed he, eyeing the 
performance, for Trumper can calculate the amount 
of "goment" left to a nicety, — Tom Hbbbletrot 
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then pulled out a great turnip of a watch from his 
fob, of which having made a good open exposure, 
he shut it up, with the observation that " it was 
about time." 

" Domplins be ready, ars warned," said Stumps, 
feeling the effects of hunger himself. 

The hounds now came towling and picking along 
with the weak scent of the sinking animal. 

Just as Twister and Towler were again eliciting 
the admiration of the field at the way in which 
they unravelled the Une, a loud shrill hoop! hoop I 
hoop I from the rising ground in the next field but 
one, got up the hounds' heads, and caused them to 
work their ways through the high hedge to get at 
the halloo. 

Great was the horror and perturbation of the 
field, as the hounds flew away, and greater still 
their disgust at seeing a great fat man in white 
leather trowsers, and bright heel spurs, with a 
gold-banded blue cap, and a registered paletot, 
capping them away at a canter. 

" Hold hard. Sir," " hold hard. Sir," " God bless 
you, hold hard. Sir ! " " God d — ^n you, hold hard 
Sir ! " were shouted and vociferated by the in- 
dignant field, now rendered perfectly furious, by 
not being able to get at him, unless they either 
charged a tolerably sized fence that looked to them 
like an impregnable barrier, or rode two hundred 
yards " t'other way," to get through at the old es- 
tablished gap. 
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In vain Trumper, having dived into the bottom 
of his bed-gown, fished up the little bugle — in vain 
he blew, in vain he screamed, in vain he impre- 
cated. There wasn't an evil or an adverse ele- 
ment that Trumper didn't wish the stranger visited 
with. 

The hounds topped the hill, and were out of 
sight in no time. 

Fury, unspeakable fury, was depicted on the 
faces of the field ; nor was it diminished by seeing 
the hunted hare pop out of the hedge, as they 
moved away to ride for the gap. 

Moreover, she accompanied them as far as their 
joint lines lay, in the direction of the hills, almost 
as it would seem for the purpose of deriding them. 
As they pounded and clattered down the stoney, 
rutty field-road, she kept working her way up a 
furrow, about twenty yards to their left, in the 
next field. Doleful were the looks our friends 
cast on her as they passed on the alteration of 
their lines. 

" She could'nt have stood two minutes before 
them," sighed Tom Hobbletrot, who was next in 
rotation for a hare.. 

" Who could it be ? " gasped Parson Goodinan, 
who was riding a still pulling four-year old, and 
had had something else to do than stare about. 

" Ihfww^^ responded Trumper; " Vll sarve him 
out^^^ added he, bringing his ponderous hunting 
whip crack down his boot. 
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" Most infamous thing that ever was done!" 
exclaimed Giles Gosling. 

" So like those wild fox-hunting fools," mut- 
tered Trumper, leaning over his horse's shoulder 
to open a gate. " Never happy but when they 're 
galloping," added he, throwing it open, and striking 
into a gallop himself. 

He presently reached the eminence over which 
they had seen the hounds disappear, from whence 
Trumper was horrified at seeing " white leathers" 
absolutely casting the pack! casting the hounds 
that Trumper deemed it next to high treason for 
any one to speak to but himself. 

There was the stranger in the middle of a 
twenty-acre turnip field riding about, tasselled cap 
in hand, describing a circle, which he kept en- 
larging each time round, after a fashion of his 
own. 

Trumper turned deadly pale at the sight. If 
there is one thing in the world that he hates more 
than another, it is a pair of white breeches, and 
his detestation seemed to increase by the length 
of the present articles. 

" Mister Muff I Mister Muff I " gasped he, as if 
in the last agony of a stomach-ache. " Mister 
Mufi^! " repeated he ; but Mr. MufF was deaf to the 
cry. ** He^smadl he^s mad! he must be mad! " 
continued Trumper, eyeing Tarquinius's manoBuvres 
among the turnips, who, regardless of Trumper's 
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imprecations, continued his career to the damage 
of the turnips and the danger of the hounds. 

Trumper then put on ail steam, and charged 
do,wn hill, followed by the train-band, bold. 

Tarquinius, full of his own importance, not only 
as a first-class swell, but a fox-hunter, held up his 
hand as he saw them coming, exclaiming most im- 
portantly, " Hold hard, gentlemen, hold hard ! 
Pray hold hard ! " continued he, seeing the ex- 
hortation was disregarded; adding, ^^ I know how 
far they brought her." 

" You know how far they brought her ?" grinned 
Trumper, in agony, as he leaned fumbling the 
chain off the gate opening into the field where they 
were. " You know how far they brought her? I 
wish I knew how far I might take you to hang 
you." " I never did ride over turnips in my life," 
observed he to himself as he got the gate open, 
" but ril have a shy at them to-day." 

So sajdng, he stuck spurs into Golumpus, and 
went pounding and smashing through the middle 
of them. 

If it had'nt been for the hounds, we believe 
Trumper would have charged Tarquinius full tilt. 
Luckily, some of the beauties popping above the 
turnips, which being guano sown were uncom- 
monly forward, caused Trumper to get his horse 
more in hand, and ultimately to pull up a little 
short of assaulting distance. 

" Oh Mr. Trumper, it's you, is it ? " observed 
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Muff, in the most patronising way to our gasping 
and perspiring sportsman. " I thought it must be 
a heavy-weight pack, as none of you were up with 
them." 

" Up with them ! " gasped Trumper, " I wish 
you would ride about your business, and leave our 
hounds to themselves." 

" Why, my good fellow," replied Muff, turning 
his horse to the now assembled field, " I was doing 
you an absolute service. I viewed the hare, and 
laid your beagles on to her." 

" Beggles 1 " vociferated Trumper, " Beggles," 
repeated he, as if he was going to be sick ; " Where 
the deuce do you use any beggles here ?" 

" Them's harriers," observed Hobbletrot, with 
the utmost contempt, muttering something about 
" d — d frenchified" something that sounded rather 
like "fool." 

" Well, but my good fellow, let me make my 
cast perfect, at aU events," continued Muff, who 
had been studying Mr. Smith's patent " all-round- 
my-hat " cast in the " Diary of a Huntsman " that 
morning. 

" You know I know something about hunting, 
Tom Scott," continued he, appealing to our friend 
with the familiar " Tom," instead of the distant 
" Mr." he uses on ordinary occasions, when he is 
coming it grand. 

" Indeed I dorCt^^ replied Tom, nettled at his 
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meanness, and unable to resist the temptation of 
having a shy at him too. 

" That's right, Mr. Scott ! speak your mind like 
a man!" exclaimed Trumper, slapping his whip 
down his boot. 

" Not about fox-hunting, at all events," con- 
tinued Scott, thinking to qualify his answer. 

" And I'm sure he knows nothing about hare- 
hunting," ejaculated Tom Hobbletrot, determined 
not to let Muff off. 

" But, my good men," minced Muff, with the 
greatest effrontery, throwing back his registered 
paletot, and showing a profusion of trinkets ap- 
pended to his glittering watch chain, at the same 
time sticking out a great leather-covered leg — 
" my good men," repeated he, " at all events, you 
must admit, that but for me you would have seen 
no more of your hare; your little dogs could hardly 
own the scent when I capped them away close at 
her scut." 

" D — ^n you and your capping," roared Tom 
Hobbletrot, unable to restrain himself at hearing 
Muff take credit to himself for losing him his hare ; 
" you've lost us our hare, Sir, instead of helping us 
to catch her." 

" That's because you interrupted me when I was 
making my cast," retorted Muff. 

" Cast ! " screamed Trumper, " you hallooed us 
away to a fresh hare." 

"Fresh hare!" sneered • Muff — "fresh hare," 
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repeated he, shrugging up his shoulders, and throw- 
ing out a primrose coloured kid-gloved hand, " my 
good fellow, do you suppose I'm such a fool as not 
to know a fresh hare from a himted one ? " 

" Yes, ar do," roared Tom ; " I don't think you 
know nothin about one except you see her in the 
soup plate." 

" Silly man ! silly man ! " simpered Muff; " If 
this is not the hunted hare, I'm " 

" Well, Mr. Muff, it don't argufy a bit," in- 
terrupted Trumper, whose choler had been sub- 
siding as the other's had been getting up ; " it 
don't argufy a bit. Sir," repeated he ; " the hunted 
hare is hack. I saw her make for the hills as we 
came to your halloo. I tell you how it is, Sir ! 
I tell you how it is, Sir ! " his anger rising 
again as he spoke, " You are a fox-hunter. Sir 
— no objection at all to fox-huntei:s. Sir — none 
whatever; Mr. Neville's an excellent man, Sir 
— can't be a better — always most civil to me 
when I go out with his hounds. Sir; but I never 
presume to halloo. Sir. If I see a fox, Sir, I hold 
up my hat. Sir; never think of hunting the hounds. 
Sir. Glad to see Mr. Neville, or any of his gentle- 
men out, Sir, with our hounds, Sir, but I hope 
they'll do the same when they come. Sir — hope 
they'll do the same when they come^ Sir. Now, Sir 
you've lost us our hare, Sir," continued he, " so I'll 
bid you good morning. Sir — I'll bid you good 
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morning, Sir, and we'll go home to dinner, Sir — 
we'll go home to dinner. Sir." 

So saying, Mr. Trumper made Mr. Muff a bow, 
and diving into his bed-gown pocket for the horn, 
gave it a twang, and, having gathered his hounds, 
retraced his way through the turnips. 

# # # # # 

" He'll cut his stick now," observed Mr. Trumper, 
looking over his shoulder as he got to the gate to 
see where Muff was. 

" We'll just try and see if we can recover the 
hunted hare," added he, looking at his watch, and 
seeing it was a little past one. 

" That Mr. Muff," continued he, jogging on, half 
to himself and half to any one that would listen 
to him, "is the most disagreeable man I know; 
he's eternally teaching somebody something. He 
thinks, because he rides in scarlet, that he's fit for 
a huntsman, whereas, saving Mr. Scott's presence," 
said he, looking at Scott, ." I really believe there 
are more fools in scarlet than in any other colour. 
I'd rather have laid in bed all day, a thing I de- 
test after sunrise," continued Trumper, " than 
have asked him to join our hunt, for he's certain to 
make a mess if he comes. He's just one of those 
sort of daft bodies that can't hold their tongues, 
and must always be doing. Gently, Cottager — -good 
dog," added he ; ^' I know where she is better than 
that," continued he to Cottager, who was feathering 
on the grassy side of the road. . " If that stupid 
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man had hallooed them fox dogs away/' continued 
Trumper, " as he did ours, there'd have been an 
end of the thing ; but there's one great advantage 
of hare-hunting, that you need never give her up 
— never as long as a hound can own the scent." 

" And when they can't, you begin to prick her, 
don't you?" asked Scott. 

" Thafs as may 6^," replied Mr. Trumper; " We 
never dig her out^ at all events I ^^ 

" She does'nt give you a chance," replied Scott, 
as Trumper hastened to conclude the dialogue by 
getting out of hearing. 

They soon reached the fallow where puss and 
they had parted company, and certainly it seemed a 
most unpromising speculation trying to recover 
her. Even the redoubtable Twister and Towler 
could make nothing of it, though she was plain 
enough to prick where the water had left a sandy 
wash on the furrow ends of the poor, undrained 
land. 

Trumper's keen eye saw these plainly enough, 
though his paternal aflfection made him anxious to 
transfer the credit of the feat to the noses of the now 
mute pack. 

« « « « « 

At length even pricking failed. 

Puss, with a tact often displayed by hunted 
animalsj had selected an enclosure so cold, so bleak, 
so barren that nothing but a few water- weeds grew 




THE GOOSE AND DUMPLING HUNT. 49 

updn it, and of those there were only barely suf- 
ficient to hide her track. 

Trumper pulled up as the hounds got upon it, 
feeling quite incompetent to form the least opinion 
as to whether she was on, or sideways, or back, or 
down, or where. 

Twister, however, thought she was on, and a 
greenish spot of land on the rising ground, to- 
wards the middle of the enclosure, yielding some- 
thing that acted upon his frame like a scent, 
Mr. Trumper moved forward, and Twister spoke 
to her at the hedge-row. 

They were now again upon a large fallow, and 
Trumper felt the difficulty of picking the cold scent 
with the danger of starting a fresh hare. However, 
he went on, eyes well down, in hopes of seeing 
something. 

The day, having changed for the worse, was 
now getting raw, and the ceremony of hunting by 
inches, though very interesting to masters, is any 
thing but exhilarating to strangers : at last, having 
come to about a dead lock — not a hound being 
able to own the scent, or to carry it a bit further 
— Scott ventured to suggest that it was all " u. p." 

"Gad, now do you know, I thought you'd be 
saying that," replied Trumper, starting round. " I 
never saw a fox -hunter yet that did'nt think it was 
time to shut up as soon as they were run out of 
scent." 

" We've been walked out," replied Scott. 

E 
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" Very true," retorted Mr. Trurnper, " very true," 
repeated he, " and that makes me think she won't 
be far off; Gad, Sir, she's under your horse's nose 
at this moment ! " added he " Hold hard I while I 
draw the hounds off, or they'll spoil her." 

Trumper then drew the hounds away, and look- 
ing a little ahead Scott saw what at first looked like 
a clod, but which, on closer observation, proved to 
be poor puss. 

" To be, or not to be," was the question, — a live 
hare or a dead one. 

" Save her !^^ whispered Scott, " Save her ! she's a 
good-un, and will give us a gallop another day. 
Mercy's all that's wanting to make the day's sport 
perfect." 

" Nay then !" rejoined. Trumper, in astonishment, 
as he still kept drawing the hounds off, " I thought 
you fox-hunters were all for blood." 

"So we are," said Scott, "so we are — but not 
hares^ blood." 

"Well, then, I'll humour you," said Trumper, 
" and let her live ; but you must allow she was well 
hunted." 

" Never saw any thing better in my life ! " ex- 
claimed our friend. " It was a most wonderful 
performance." 

" Wide difference between fox-hunting and hare- 
hunting, you see," observed Trumper, fishing the 
bugle from the bottom of the bed-gown pocket, 
and giving it a twang. 
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" Come away, good dogs ! come away !" hallooed 
he, as if he was giving the game up for lost. 

" You should never give a hare up," said he, 
"when you come to those sort of solemn stops, 
for, ten to one, she's not far off. A fox would be 
far off, and the longer you persevere, the further 
you're left behind; but come," continued he, 
briskly, " we 've had a good day's sport. You lost 
the first run, to be sure, which was an uncommon 
good one, as good a one as ever was seen; but 
this has'nt been a bad-un, and now, suppose you 
finish the day by dining with us." 

" With all my heart," replied Scott. 

" Goose and dumplings," observed Trumper ; 
" goose and dumplings : suppose you can dine off 
them?" 

" Nothing better," said Scott " nothing better." 

" Lots of onions ! " added Trumper, " lots of 
onions ! " 

"That's your ticket," replied Scott, "that's 
your ticket." 

« « « « « 

They soon got upon the Edge-hill Road, and 
the longer they travelled the smallerthe pack became, 
one hound cutting off at a stile, another at a gate, 
a third at the cross-roads, all making for their 
respective homes. 

There are two things in this world that there-is 
seldom any mistake about — the smell of a fox and 
the smell of roast goose. Even the most unso- 
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phisticated in sporting matters, though they may 
not think it prudent to exclaim " I smell a fox/' 
as the peculiar odour crosses their noses on the 
pure air of a hunting morning, yet never assign 
the effluvia to any other thing ; while- in the matter 
of roast goose, the veriest ignoramus has no hesi- 
tation about it. 

It so happened that Mr. Scott winded the sa- 
voury bird ere he viewed the buildings at the back 
of JoUyrise Farm, which are shut out from view 
at the back approach by a row of gigantic hollies, 
then in the full luxuriance of the deepest green 
and the reddest berries. 

" I smell goose ! " exclaimed Scott, at the turn 
of the road. 

" You may say that," replied Trumper, "/(?wr on 
'em, I expect." 

" You go the whole hog in the goose way," 
observed Scott. 

" A goose to two 's the allowance," replied 
Trumper ; " there 11 hardly be that to-day ; but you 
needn 't make yourself uneasy on that score, there'll 
be plenty for us all." 

The out-buildings, forming an ample square at 
the back of JoUyrise House, were like Mr. Trumper 
himself — large, roomy, and substantial. The beasts 
in the fold-yards revelled in the cleanest straw, and 
if there was the slightest smell of any sort, it was 
entirely overpowered by that of roast goose. 

What surprised Mr. Scott most was some half 
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dozen gigs and dog-carts, all drawn up under a 
shed on entering. 

" What do you do with so many gigs, Mr. 
Trumper?" asked he. Before, however, he had 
time to get an answer, the trampling of the horses' 
feet drew out as many attendant clowns, who forth- 
with assisted their masters to alight. They had 
brought their '' drinking carts," as they call them, 
in exchange for their hunters. 

After a bucket of gruel a-piece, the latter took 
their departures home. Trumper, having boxed 
Golumpus, proceeded to cast an eye round the 
buildings to see that all was right. 

« « « # « 

"Come, Tom, come!" exclaimed Mrs. Trumper 
from the long staircase window commanding the 
landing and angle of thfe staircase, in which she 
now appeared full length, in a black silk gown and 
cherry-coloured ribbons to her cap, looking most 
blooming and buxom. "Come, Tom, come!" re- 
peated she, as she saw her husband wandering 
from filly to foal and from heife^ to cow. 

They all then made for the back kitchen, where 
towels and basons, and boot-jacks and slippers 
waited their pleasure, superintended by a nice fresh- 
looking maid, in a blue cotton gown, with crisp 
cork-screw ringlets dangling down the sides of her 
merry healthy cheeks. 

The party were, presently divested of their tops, 
and now appeared in most comfortable woollens 
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and slippers. After running the joint stock comb 
through the lightish crops of straggling hair, they 
waddled into the parlour, where they were greeted 
by the " missis." 

This was a low wainscoted room, situate on the 
right of the front door on entering, with one 
window looking to the south and the other to the 
east, the latter commanding a view of the twisting 
Aubom water, and the well-wooded Greyridge 
Hills beyond. The walls were profusely decorated 
with hare hunts in every stage and variation of the 
sport, from the turn out from the kennels down to 
^^ Who whoop I ^^ There were hares sitting, and 
hares running, and hounds finding their own hares, 
and people finding the hares for them, and hounds 
hunting, and hounds viewing, and hounds at fault, 
and hounds hitting her' off again, and hounds 
running into her, and hounds catching her, and 
hounds baying her. 

Then there were stuffed hares in cases on the 
mantel-piece and about the broad skirting boards 
of the walls, with inscriptions detailing the exploits 
of each, and sometimes the names of the favoured 
few who were out. Long before Scott had made 
the circuit of the room, however, the well roasted 
geese came hissing in hot from the spit, and each 
man paired off with a partner for one- 

. The Kev. Timothy Goodman having said grace, 
they all set to with the most rapacious and vi- 
gorous determination. 
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For people who are fond of goose (and who is 
not ?) a greater treat could not be devised. There 
was no taking the edge of the appetite off with 
soup, or fish, or patties, or cutlets, or side dishes 
of any sort ; but they sat down to dine off the one 
thing they expected. This, too, was done in the 
fairest, most equitable way imaginable ; for instead 
of a favoured few getting the breast and tit-bits, 
leaving nothing but grisley drumsticks for late 
comers, each man had his own half goose, and 
could take whatever part he liked first, without 
eating in haste and fear that the next favoured cut 
would be gone ere he could get at it again. All, 
too, dining off goose, and eating most profusely of 
stuffing, none could reproach the other with " smel- 
ling of onions." 

Silence appeared to be the order of the day both 
morning and evening, for with the exception of a 
voice occasionally hallooing out "-B^er /" scarce a 
word passed, until the dishes presented a most beg- 
garly account of bones. Beer they migkt call it, and 
beer it might look like, being both light and bright, 
but it was uncommonly strong and heady to take. 

Let the French talk of their vin ordinaire or pure 
St. Julien claret, with considerable body, at 28^. a 
dozen: what is it when compared with the vin 
ordinaire^ the malt and hops wine of old England ? 
— a quart of Trumper's beer would sew up the best 
Frenchman that ever was seen. We are quite sure 
we have tasted bottled ale that would be prized 
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before champagne if it was only as dear. How few 
people appreciate still champagne! It is the fiz, 
the pop, and the cream that makes sparkling cham- 
pagne such a favourite, and good bottled ale has 
all those concomitants. 

Trumper, having made a most exemplary 
onslaught on his half goose, and washed it down 
with many potations of malt liquor, at last threw 
himself back in his semi-circular chair, and bellowed 
out the word "Brandy." Mrs. Trumper imme- 
diately dived into her pocket, and beckoning to the 
maid, gave her the key of a cupboard formed of one 
corner of the room, from whence she produced a 
most liberal sized blue glass spirit stand with the 
names, " Hollands," " Kum," " Brandy," in gilt 
letters round the bottle necks. 

" Take a thimbleful of brandy, Mr. Scott, after 
your goose," said Trumper, appealing to our friend ; 
and forthwith the little maid brought him a large 
wine glass on a papier mache stand with a hare 
painted on the bottom, and proceeded to help him. 
'^ Stop !" exclaimed Scott, when she had got it half 
filled. 

" Nay," roared Trumper in disgust, " What's the 
top of the glass made for, d'ye think, — Jill it up\ 
woman^^ — and the .woman did fill it up. 

"I drink to you," said Trumper, tossing off a like 
quantity with the most perfect ease. 

" Mild as milk," observed he, smacking his lips 
as lie put down the glass. 
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The floodgates of conversation now began to be 
loosened, and each man having drunk to his goose 
partner, began asking his neighbour to take a drop 
— so the drops went round. 

The dumplings now came rolling in — ten dump- 
lings on ten dishes and five boats full of sauce. 
Apple dumplings are the order of the day, but 
the apple crop having failed they had recourse 
to currant dumplings, approaching very near 
to plum. 

Cheese followed these, and then they cleared the 
old oak table and drew it towards the fire. The 
party ranged round: biscuits and filberts consti- 
tuted the dessert, and " glasses " formed the beve- 
rage. Mrs. Trumper stood in for a tumbler of 
something and water, and when she retired, the 
little maid again appeared, and diving into the 
cupboard, produced sundry clay pipes, a large to- 
bacco box with a hare hunt on the lid, and several 
little round boxes with sand in the bottom, which 
she distributed among the party. 

" You don't object to baccy, I suppose?" observed 
Mr. Trumper, filling his pipe. 

''Not a bit," replied ScQtt, taking a pipe and 
doing the like. 

A. solemn reverie followed, each man smoking 
and apparently either thinking or dreaming. 

"I did wrongin leaving her,"at last said Trumper, 
breaking silence, at the same time knocking the 
ashes out of his pipe. 
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Thereupon they all began to throw their tongues, 
and they hunted that hare over again. 

Then Timothy Goodman reminded them of a 

similar run they had had twenty years before, when 

they killed at Little Gaddesden, after having " all 

but" given her up. Then Harry Beanstack recalled 

another, and Ben Bragg a third. More hot water 

was then called for, and brought. More cold also 

— more sugar; and then more brandy — more rum ; 

and the hollands being exhausted, its patrons had 

recourse to gin. They then began to get noisy 

— one talked of his horse, another of his hound, 

a third of himself, a fourth of his farm, and Gos- 

ling, who had lately married for the third time, 

talked of his " bran new wife." Then they would 

drink her health, and some one proposed " all the 

honours," which being duly responded to, some of 

them found that resuming their seats was rather a 

difficult matter. Toasting, having begun, went on 

briskly, and then singing commenced. The songs 

were various, but all in honour of the hare. The 

one that gave most satisfaction had for a chorus — 

" There's nothing can compare 
To hunting of the hare," 

which they kept hammering away at, laying the 
emphasis on to the nothing can, 

" There's NOxmNG can compare/' 

till they got it so high that no type could convey an 
idea of the din, save the great capitals used by some 
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of the " He-who-runs-may-read " advertising wine 
or " Reform-your-tailor's-bills " fraternity. 

Suffice it to say, that our friend Scott felt the 
fumes of the spirit for three whole days after, and 
the ghost of — 

" There's nothing can compare 
To hunting of the hare "— 

haunts him still. 
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CHAP. III. 

A CHOKER. 

Mr. Scott's noble friend — for, like most rustics, he 
has one noble acquaintance, whom he dignifies with 
that title when he is coming it strong — Mr. 
Scott's noble friend. Lord Lionel Lazytongs, son 
of the Marquis of Fender and Fireirons, says that 
when Lady Lazytongs' maid calls him on a hunting 
morning, and he halloos out to know " what sort 
of a day it is," the invariable answer he gets 
is, " A bad morning and very coldP 

The question seems superfluous; for few men, let 
alone a tender delicate maid, are capable of form- 
ing an opinion whether the weather is favourable 
for hunting or not. 

We never ask any questions, but somehow there 
are certain indications that give us an idea as to 
what sort of a day it is before we get to the finish- 
ing touch of the toilette. One's razors give the 
first indication of a raw ungenial atmosphere; and 
an eye into the fields or towards the road shows 
how the country people are clad. If the carters 
have their duffle coats on, and the poor turnip 
pullers their thick shawls wrapped across their 
breasts, it is a sure sign of a raw unkindly atmosphere 
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— an atmosphere warranting the warm-backed waist- 
coat, if not the kmbswool and fleecy-hosiery also. 

The November of 1846, to which season the 
following adventures of our friend Mr. Scott are 
confined, was the worst hunting November that 
perhaps ever was known. It was more like a bad 
March than the glorious, sloppy, burning scent 
sort of weather peculiar to that month. November 
is generally the freshest, greenest spot on me- 
mory's hunting waste, but the one in question will 
be remembered more as a -nasty, harsh, windy, 
mutton-broth, cold-in-the-head, shivering-shaking 
sort of affaif, than for the sterling qualities asso- 
ciated — in a sportsman's mind at least — with No- 
vember's existence. 

The fact is, the year 1846 was a month in ad- 
vance of itself all the way through, and we had 
November in October. 

There was very good hunting in October in many 
counties — that is to say, the huntsmen and whips 
had very good hunting. 

We will describe a November day of 1846, for 
the benefit of posterity, should the plates save our 
work from the trunk-maker or butter-man. 

On Monday, the 16th, Mr. Neville's hounds met 
at Homdean Toll-bar, midway between the towns of 
Scrapetin and Skinflint, and having scarcely re- 
covered from a half-suppressed, half cured, agueish 
sort of cold, which had prevented his taking the 
field before, Mr. Scott was any thing but pleased 
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at the dull, unblooming look of the clipped 
horse's coat, when he went into the stable, con- 
firming the suspicions he had indulged in while 
dressing, of its being a nasty cold day. 

When he got upon the road he found his worst 
fears confirmed, for the mudscrapings were dry on 
the north side, and the whole surface of' the turn- 
pike gave indications of its being a cold drying 
day. 

The horse didn't like it, and champed the bit, 
and set up his back, as though anxious to warm 
himself with a gallop. 

There are some days of so dubious undefined a 
character, that one may ring the changes with the 
people we meet between a "fine day" and a "bad 
day" with the probable chance of success with 
each, but it would have required an extremely 
complaisant person to agree that this was a pleasant 
day — a nice day, or a day deserving any of the 
various forms of phraseology denoting approval of 
the weather. It was an arid drying day, with just 
sufficient wind to send the cold cutting air through 
one's carcase. Jlven fox-hunters — of all men the 
most merciful and least hasty in condemning a day 
— could only observe "that it might be better than 
it looked." A day certainly may be so bad as to 
be good for nothing but fox-hunting, but these are 
generally of the sloppy order, not your withering, 
dust-raising sort of days. Moreover such a day in 
November is perfectly discreditable, for the least 
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one can expect is to come home with one's feet 
well wet up to the ankles, from the slushiness of 
the ground. 

A scarlet coat is generally considered a better 
specific against cold than the stoutest double-milled 
broad-cloth or extra strong Saxony ; but on this 
day its charms were gone. Mr. Scott shivered as he 
went along. The few men he overtook were 
flopping their arms, or had their mouths tied up 
in shawls or cravats, as though they were coming 
from the dentist's. The greetings were of the 
desponding order, as if each thought he would be 
better at home. If Tom had been ordered by the 
Horse Guards, the Admiralty, the Home Secretary, 
or any one in authority, to turn out on such a day, 
how he would have grumbled ! What a pretty 
kick up he 'd have made. Nevertheless, there he 
was, trotting along,, trying to delude himself into 
the belief that it was pleasure. 

It must be a marvellous day, or a wonderful 
country, when the advertisement of a regularly 
established pack of fox-hounds fails to bring some 
one. When he got to the toll-bar, Tim Bilk, the 
collector, had half filled his white apron pocket 
with coppers, and it was gratifying to see some one 
looking happy. The hounds did not, neither did 
the horses, while the quick movement and the 
thumping of hands against thighs, plainly told 
how cold it was. A drop hung to old Ben, the 
huntsman's, nose, which, as he chased away with 
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his worsted mitten, was quickly succeeded by 
another. Still many people did not seem to think 
it so cold as it was, simply, we believe, because it 
was early in the month of November. Had it been 
about Christmas, they would have exclaimed against 
waiting, and showered blessings on the heads of all 
late com^s. Mr. Neville, we may observe, did 
not even send a horse on ; and there we think he 
showed he had not hunted so many years for no- 
thing. In the absence of the master a Regent is 
generally appointed, and some time was consumed 
by old iBen in expectation of some one either 
appointing himself or being appointed by the field. 
As, however, a Regency imposes the propriety of 
staying with the hounds till the end of the day, it 
did not seem in request, and at last they put into 
cover without one. 

The only drawback to Horndean is its proximity 
to the towns of Scrapetin and Skinflint. These at 
times pour forth rather a trcJublesome population. 
As a harbour for foxes, as a good place to get away 
•from, and as a cover commanding a run, if a fox 
does but get clear, it is second to none in the 
country. Had it been a moderate sort of meet Scott 
would not have troubled it, but there is no such 
thing as staying away from Horndean. The cover 
is about a mile long, with all sorts of lying, timber, 
plantation, underwood, gorse, broom, fern^ every 
accommodation, as the lodging-house keepers say. 
The deepest and strongest part is jat the end 
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where they meet, the whole hill, or rather precipice 
side being covered with gorse in every stage of 
health and every variety of growth, open here, 
close there, middling elsewhere, with occasional 
slides of blueish slate or bare patches of ground, 
giving the occupants on the opposite side a fine 
panoramic view of Reynard's peregrinations. The 
bunnies, too, are plentifal, and many a capering 
yard wand goes home on his " three and sixpence 
a side," with the full conviction that one of these 
dotting, popping, burrowing little beggars, is the 
animal he has hired his horse to come out to see 
hunted. 

" Tallyho!^^ exclaimed Tom Scott. "I declare 
there he is, bounding out of yon thick patch of 
gorse, straggling up to the hill top ; and now he 
comes banging down the side like a rocket, Tal- 
lyho ! Tallyho I Confounded old fool that I am ! 
I declare I am just as keen about seeing him as 
I was the first time out, and that's a quarter of a 
century ago," added our friend to himself. 

What commotion the hunt has created in 
the lately untenanted valley ! The hills are clus- 
tered with spectators, and the few leafless ashes by 
the road side are crowded with boys. All are 
agog with excitement, all straining their eye-balls, 
in the hopes of seeing him, and most of them 
looking the wrong way. Even Bilk has left the 
gate in charge of his niece, and stolen away to see 
the find. 
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" There's a better scent than I thought," said 
Scott, eyeing the pack flying together. Now they 
pour down the steep hill side, right on the line 
bold Reynard has taken. What a crash ! what a 
melody ! The old gorse bushes snap under their 
weight, and the green masses shake and tremble 
with their bustling. " They'll have him out before 
long," said Tom, and then he began hugging him- 
self for coming. " Never does to stay at home 
because the morning doesn't look well," said 
he, cocking up a leg and drawing his girths: 
" shouldn't wonder if we have a run ; and then, 
how vexed all the fellows will be that hav'nt 
come!" 

And now " hats off" further up, shows that Rey- 
nard is viewed, but the second whip being there 
prevents any noisy ebullition of delight. The 
hounds are working on the line and will soon be 
at the spot. He's (?n, by Jove ! horses' heads turn 
to the west, and rising shoulders bob above the 
opposite wall to where Scott is — he cuts away 
through the old established gaps on his side of the 
dean, for there never was a fox cover yet without 
its regular way all round, though few people care 
to learn more than one side. 

What a clatter the Roadsters make on the opposite 
side! and how they hurry on regardless of the 
hounds ! — yon gentleman in the linen trowsers on 
the runa^vay chestnut is going at score. 

In vain the huntsman shouts, in vain the whip 
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imprecates — on, on, he goes, like Gilpin, and, in all 
probability, with a similar result. 

They say that every woman has one chance of 
being married, and every fox one chance of breaking 
cover, and we believe this fox had every intention 
of going, if it had'nt been for this genius. There 
is a narrow guUey near the west end of the dean 
that nine flying foxes out of ten emerge by, facing 
as fine a tract of open country, chiefly pasture, as 
eye can traverse, but the chestnut got there first, 
and Reynard declined following. A fox, like a 
sovereign, must be first or nowhere. It's all non- 
sense depriving him of precedence — people who 
go out hunting must make up their minds to let the 
fox go first. 

A cold east wind shivered a chill of disappoint- 
ment, as the field, on turning their horses' heads 
to the now baffled hounds, met it careering up 
the valley. The warmth of excitement seemed to 
die out all at once. The hounds even seemed dis- 
appointed, and came lagging along, now on the 
scent, now off^, in a far different style to what they 
had flown with the first outburst of joy, produced 
by a close proximity to the brush. Who does'nt 
know the result of such a mishap as this ? Who 
does'nt know the blighting influence such a cata- 
strophe has on the spirits of the field ? how what 
might have been the finest day that ever was seen, 
becomes tainted with the title we have placed at the 
head of our paper ? 

r 2 
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The sportsmen were presently all back in their 
places, just like people who had gone out of a French 
theatre between acts. There was old Ben with a 
fresh drop on his nose, yoicking his hounds, him- 
self and his horse embedded in gorse — there was 
the second whip again standing erect in his stirrups, 
looking out for a view — and Tom, the first whip, 
was back on our friend Scott's side of the dean, 
ready to attend Reynard away should he be in- 
clined for a trip to the south. 

Up and down,' and round about, the hounds 
worked him, the scent getting weaker, and the 
ground getting worse, the more it was foiled. Now 
they'd give it up, and now they wouldn't; now 
Ben viewed him, and now Joe, but Tom and Mr. 
Scott, who sat on the opposite side, saw that the 
chance of getting him away again grew worse and 
worse. 

^' Some may call this fox a coward," said Scott to 
himself, as he sat eyeing the proceedings, and 
ruminating on the mutabilities of the chase, " but 
he certainly has no right to that title for both his 
performances this day. According to the common 
doctrine of courage, he who flies at once is a coward, 
and viewed in that light, Reynard would be 
censured for doing what we want him. He started 
away at once, and if the linen leggings interposed, 
that was no fault of his, nor should he be blamed 
for keeping where they do not come. I'm not 
sure," continued he, " but it requires more courage 
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to stand the eflforts of those two-and-twenty couple 
of slapping hounds in that small hill, than to fly 
the country, and take the chance of sheltering 
hedge-rows, friendly woods, and other contingencies. 
Yet we call the fox a coward for not running away. 
The doctrine of fox courage is not clearly defined. 
The doctrine of cold is, though ;" continued he, 
sneezing and shrugging up his shoulders as the 
keen wind took him across the back. 

" Thank God ! there's old Ben putting his horn 
to his mouth at last," exclaimed he, and the clear 
shrill noise sounded through the country. The 
willing hounds gladly left the unkindly gorse, and 
came straggling up to Ben's horse's heels. 

" If it wasn't that I have broken into the day, 
and shouldn't be able to settle to any thing after, 
I'd go home," said Scott to himself; " for there's no 
sure find within four miles of this, and the day is 
getting colder, and the wind higher." Moreover 
the day, without being absolutely stormy, was just 
boisterous enough to prevent hounds hearing, and 
consequently bad enough to prevent hunting. 

The choice now lay between Hunter's Oak Spin- 
ney and Kenley Gorse — the one being in Scott's 
way home, the other out of it. Of course they 
chose the one out of it, and after four miles, trot, 
trot, bump, bump, at that most uncomfortable 
postboy pace that hounds jog from cover to cover, 
they arrived at the gorse just in time to see two 
shooters emerge from it. 

p 3 
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We need hardly say they drew it blank ; indeed, 
after so much gorse work, we were only surprised 
that Ben drew it at all ; but huntsmen must make 
out a day somehow when master is absent, and 
that with as little unnecessary disturbance of coun- 
try as possible. 

Farmer Buckwheat then came up, and assured 
Ben that he had seen a fox an hour before rolling 
on his neighbour Rush's fallow, — a piece of intel- 
ligence that Ben eagerly availed himself of, and 
drew the hounds across and across as though 
he really expected to find him. 

That performance being over, and eleven red- 
coats remaining, nine of whom lived to the north, 
Ben announced his intention of drawing Parkham 
Bush Dean, a most impracticable cover, to the 
south — impracticable at least in as far as getting 
foxes away is concerned — an intimation that acted 
like lightning upon the field, causing the red-C9ats 
to stop short, those who had comforters in their 
pockets to tie up their mouths, those who had 
warm gloves to produce them from their horses' 
girths, and all to make preparations for cutting 
home, — declaring that they had had enough, and 
that it was the most beastly day they had ever 
been out in. 

Cold, dejected, cheerless, dispirited, and chilled, 
our friend sought his solitary home, and having got 
rid of an hour in the stable, at last found himself in 
the old red morocco chair with cane sides, that has 
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grown old, and tattered, and shabby in his service. 
There, as he dozed over the fire, with the melan- 
choly light of a pair of mutton fats, he reviewed 
the flight of life, and glanced at the prospect of the 
future. 

" Hunting," said he, " has been the balm and 
charm of my youth — it has solaced the seclusion 
of my summers, and delighted the retirement of 
my winters ; but, hang it, if this November is to be 
taken as a sample of what's to come, it's precious 
little use persevering in the line." 

Thereupon he gave a tremendous sneeze. 

" What a fool I was to go out on such a day !" 
continued he, burying his face in a capacious ban- 
dana, "/ar more likely to increase a cold than to 
cure one." A-whitz — a-whitz — a-whitz — " regu- 
larly in for it, and nobody to nurse one. Poor 
Lydia Clifton ? If it hadn't been for this hunting 
I'd have married you long since." A-whitz — 
a-whitz — a-whitz. "James!" hallooed he to the 
boy he now heard fistling in the passage, " take 
a foot-bath full of hot water up stairs directly — 
boiling I d'ye hear?^ I really think I'll give up 
hunting and marry her still," added Tom, rising 
from the morocco chair, "for it's no use keeping 
horses for such work as this." So saying, he 
stumped up stairs, to parboil his feet and think 
over the pro's and con's of matrimony. 
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CHAP. IV. 

A CHEERER. 
" A chosen few alone the sport enjoy!" 

The next day was so deuced overcast and^bad that 
our friend didn't venture further than the stable, 
or we really believe he would have ridden over to 
Snailswell, and ended a nine years' courtship with 
an oflFer. As it was he lay at earth, watching the 
rows of drops stringing themselves together like 
illumination lamps on the window frames, the raw 
drizzling rain gliding down the panes, and the 
heavy spongy clouds rolling themselves like bed 
hangings round the opposite hills. A more unge- 
nial day, perhaps, was never seen. Even in the 
country it was scarcely light, and what those poor 
benighted folks who live in towns must have suf- 
fered " baffles the comprehension." The glass had 
run itself down to nothing, and every body said 
they were in for " weather." The wind rose to- 
wards night, and dashed the now swelling drops 
against the casement with redoubled fury. 

Scott fully made up his mind, as he turned into 
bed, to be done with hunting, and to settle quietly 
down to matrimony. " It's no use persevering in 
a sport when one hasn't weather to enjoy it in," 
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argued he, considering what he should do with his 
horses. " She's a nice little creature," continued 
he, pulling the bed clothes up to his snuffling nose, 
" and although she hasn't much money, yet she's 
so careful that her management would be quite as 
good as a fortune." So saying, he dozed away to 
sleep, and dreamt of bells ringing, ribbons flaunting, 
beer flowing, fiddles scraping, girls dancing, farmers 
feasting, " three times three and one cheer more ! " 

How different everything looked the next morn- 
ing. The dreary, foggy, water-charged clouds had 
cleared away, and been succeeded by bright, smiling, 
sunshiny weather. 

The landscape was just like a newly cleaned 
picture. What yesterday was all blotch, mystery, 
and confusion, to-day stood forth most luminously 
distinct. Nay, beauties appeared, that a stranger 
would have said had been added — Oakhope spire, 
the herd's white cottage on the Compton Hills, 
and the sky line breaking fringe of beech, crown- 
ing the summit of Blackdown Moor. All nature 
seemed to rejoice in the change. The cattle grazed 
freely in the fields instead of sheltering behind 
trees and hedge-rows, the labourers doffed their 
jackets to their work, children played bareheaded 
about the cottages, and the horses in the stable had 
acquired a silky gloss on their late dull unkindly 
coats. 

The hounds met at HoUyburn Green, twelve 
miles by the road, nine by the " crow." Our friend 
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certainly had no intention of hunting when he went 
to bed — none whatever; indeed he had fully de- 
termined, if his cold was well enough, to ride over 
to Snailswell; but we must add that he did not 
anticipate so fine a day. 

" Saddle old Barbara," said he to Will Sleekpow, 
who was preparing for exercise, " and you ride 
the colt on as far as Ratchburn Mill, and then take 
the fields for HoUyburn Green, till I overtake 
you ; *' with which directions Tom hurried back to 
dress and breakfast. 

Will seemed rather surprised, but, like a sensible 
servant, he proceeded to do what he was told, — a 
very indispensable quality for a person calling 
himself a servant. 

What a different sort of day it was to the last ! 
Instead of a drying, pinching, hide-bound sort of 
feeling, it had all the soft, fresh, bland luxuriance 
of spring. Quite a day for taking the creases out 
of one's face. The ground was well saturated with 
wet, and the old mare went snorting, and bound- 
ing, and trotting along as if in equal enjoyment 
with her rider. 

The observation i^ as old as the hills, that we 
seldom appreciate any thing till we lose it, and the 
truism holds good with hunting as well as with 
other things. The two previous days had been so 
Avretchedly bad, and the glass had given such little 
indication of amendment, that few of the field had 
looked upon hunting this day with any sort of con- 
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fidence. Indeed the boisterous night had well nigh 
quenched the hopes of even the most sanguine, and 
few had thought of giving any hunting orders on 
going to bed. Tarquinius Muff had turned in, at 
eleven, without a word on the subject; Blatherem- 
skite had done the same at twelve, having taken an 
hour's snooze in his arm-chair after his brother 
was gone, and all the " easy ones " had gone off in 
a similar way. 

The consequence of all this was, that though they 
didn't muster so strong as they would have done had 
the previous weather been fine, yet those who did 
come were mostly of the right sort, and all were in 
the high glee of joyous excitement and expectation. 
Perhaps a slight cause of exultation might arise at 
the circumstance of there being ao many absentees; 
for though fox-hunters are all most desperately 
loving and sociable when together, yet there are 
very few who can't put up with the absence 
of a cocktail — nay, there are some who even like 
to have a crow over a comrade. There was what 
might be called a good field ; numerous enough to 
be pleasant, and not overcrowded. No fox-headers 
by profession, no linen-trowsered young gentlemen, 
with yard-wands for whip-sticks, no grooms on 
rearers, no horse-breakers on kickers, no young 
farmers on runaways : there might be fifteen scarlets 
and a dozen blacks. For the real pleasure of 
hunting we hold that to be quite enough. When 
you have just the cream of a hunt, people settle 
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into places in a run quite naturally, without the 
jostling, sorting, and winnowing incident to a 
crowd. Old Mr. Neville came bustling along almost 
first, as if his absence on the last day had set the 
razor of his keenness on edge. Old Ben's features 
as he trotted up the green, with the spicy, blooming, 
bitch-pack at his chestnut horse's heels, had relaxed 
all the keen rigidity of muscle that contracted it 
on the Homdean day, and he was now swelled out 
to his natural size, looking like an elderly cherub 
on horseback, 

Tom Scott overtook Sleekpow between Eatchbum 
Mill and the meet, and got the young horse in a very 
cool and collected state ; nor was his equanimity 
disturbed by the sight of Scott's red coat, nor yet by 
the cantering and splashing past of Tom MuflSin- 
mouth and his cousin. Bill Bullfinch, on their cover 
hacks. When Scott mounted he felt wiry and 
strong under him, light and pleasant in hand, and 
altogether as if he would go. It is a great thing for 
rider and horse to start pleasantly together. An- 
other great advantage is, not having time to quarrel 
between the start and the meet. This is one of the 
great advantages of a cover hack. When a man 
rides his own horse " on," a difference of opinion is 
very apt to arise on the road, particularly on that 
most important of all points, whether he shall walk 
or trot ; and as it is painfully true that a man may 
see too n^uch of his best friend, so it is equally so 
that he may have too much of his best horse* 
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Though quite a man for the morning, and always 
at cover as soon as the groom, Scott likes sending 
on, not only as a great saving of valuable temper, 
but also as a certain means of getting two horses 
well exercised. 

But to the sport, for the field are on fire, and 
eager for the fray. 

The eager hounds would scarcely wait for the 
dismissing cheer and waive of old Ben's hand, as 
they approached the accustomed comer of Heather- 
side Plantation, and disdaining all make-believe 
drawing, dashed on to the thick of the lying on 
the projecting banks, from whence they had so 
often unkennelled the " varmint." Old Colum- 
bine's deep tongue, which no rate or whip crack 
ever followed, infused joy into the field, and hats 
were fastened down and pressed firmly on the 
brow, and reins gathered up, ere three whimpers 
had escaped her. Hoic I Hoic I cheered old Ben, 
kicking and jagging the chestnut through the 
brushwood of the cover ; but the pack needed no 
monition — the old bitch's tongue was quite enough 
to draw them to her like lightning. Master Rey- 
, nard was on the alert, and had left his sheltered 
couch at the cheer following the second note, 
being strongly of opinion that the noise he heard 
was very like what had disturbed him about three 
weeks before, when he had deemed it prudent to 
visit the distant cover of Neverbreak Forest, 
whence indeed he had only lately returned, finding, 
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greatly to his discomfort, that his earth had been 
usurped by a badger in his absence. 

Tremendous was the outburst of melody as the 
pack reached the now vacated kennel, and powerful 
the scent that its late occupant left, as he brushed 
through the faded fern and browning heather of 
his dry warm quarters. If he had any doubts at 
all as to what was going on, they were speedily 
dispelled by a loud, clear, full " Tally-ho !. gone 
away " from the far end of the cover, proclaiming 
that, having run its utmost limits, he had taken 
his departure. 

*' Ifs the old boy ! " exclaimed Tom Bowles, the 
first whip, whose halloo had just been heard — he 
broke at the very same place he did before, and 
crossed the field at the same spot. 

" Yonder he goes ! " added he, viewing the fox 
travelling evenly away over the opposite hill. 

The pack tied on the scent, and went away in a 
style that would have funked the directors of an 
insurance office, if they had done a policy on 
Reynard's life. There was mischief in the cry. 
" Hold hard, gentlemen! for (?n^ minute," exclaimed 
Ben, pulling up short to get the hounds well away; 
and that minute being freely accorded, he started 
off at a canter, and all did the same. 

There wasn't a fence worth speaking of for the 
first five or six fields, so that the riders had time 
to get their horses well in hand and settled in 
their stride before business began. 
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A fallow field brought Tom Scott's five year old 
to his bit, and having once dropped upon it, he 
went as steadily and collectedly as possible. 

" He's a hundred guineas' worth," exclaimed 
Scott, as he shot over a flight of hurdles like an 
arrow ; and that was putting sixty pounds on at 
once, for the only time he had ridden him before 
he was so crazy and " tail first " at his leaps, that 
he would have taken forty for him —forty ! even 
though he had bred him, and no one ever breeds 
a horse that isn't occasionally worth a hundred. 
Hundreds are easily talked of, but diflSicult to 
realise oat of a dealer's yard. But this is no time 
for a dissertation on dealing ; for the hounds, after 
racing past Dewlish and over the large open fields 
of Risborough Lordship, are now making the 
wooded banks of the Brentwater echo with their 
melody. 

" Hold hard, gentlemen ! " halloos Mr. Neville, 
froQi behind, adding, as the obedient field pulled 
to the summons, " I've seen more foxes headed 
at that point than at almost any other in the 
country." 

" Tallyho ! Yonder heroes ! " added he, viewing 
him from the rising ground on which he had sta- 
tioned himself. 

Another minute, and the hounds were out also, 
the scent not being quite so good in cover as it 
was in the open. 

" Now he's away for Neverbreak Forest ! " 
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screamed Mr. Neville, shortening his reins, " and 
let those catch 'em who can ! " 

So fair an invitation, so sportingly given, caused 
every man to settle himself in his saddle, and to 
hug his horse by the head as though he were bent 
on destruction. 

The bitch-pack are terribly fast, and take a deal 
of catching at most times. This day seemed likely 
to put something extra to their pace. 

A cloud that had overcast the sky cleared away 
at the moment the fox broke from the end of the 
belt of wood at the water side, shedding a halo 
o'er the scene, and disclosing to those who had 
time to look ahead the dreaded Neverbreak Forest 
in the extreme distance. It could not be less than 
six miles in a straight line — a mere trifle to stag- 
hunters, who know nothing under twenty, but a 
space admitting of many pleasing variations in the 
up and down life of matter-of-fact fox-hunters. 
To heighten the interest of the scene, the line to 
the forest seemed to lie up the broad green valley 
of Grassmere, a valley as famous for fattening oxen 
as it is favourable to scent. The pollard willows 
through the centre indicated the " presence " of 
water, as the chemists say, even if the sun had not 
lit up the broad patches of it here and there, and 
shown the white bridges at the foot crossings. The 
mere mention of the forest acted as a stopper on 
some of the field, so famous is it in the fox-hunting 
history of the country for tremendous runs, heavy 
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fencing, deep galloping, desperate swinuning, con- 
founded cramming — all the funking fireside attri- 
butes of hunting — as if there were not big places 
in all countries, if people only look out for them. 
If the forest had been such a regular " kill bull," 
Old Ben must have died of it long ago, for he's been 
riding towards it and from it once a month at the 
least during the season, for the last thirty years ; 
. and when Scott saw him slide down a steep bank, 
and turn the comer of a flight of rails, that ap- 
peared to him impassable, he thought, as he followed 
him, that he was very likely to ride a good many 
more. 

The bruisers and would-be bruisers, of course, 
kept up the bottom with the hounds, and when 
great Captain Rasher, with a mouthful of mous- 
tache, came to the first sedgy watercut dividing 
the meadows ; and saw the valley waS not' the 
smooth-sailing race-course he expected, he would 
have had no objection to turn back, if Tom Mufiin- 
mouth hadn't come up full tilt, causing his second 
charger hunter to blob right in, where he was 
immediately joined by Muffinmouth and his horse, 
the whole stirring up the black bog earth like a 
gigantic mash. 

" It's very odd," said Old Ben, who was now 
careering along the sound bank through the familiar 
line of gaps, " that gentlemen always will ride into 
those bogs. I dare say I've seen a hundred horses 
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floundering in them, first and last, and yet we 
never come this way without some one trying them. 
Forrard I forrard I " continued he, cheering on his 
hounds, notwithstanding they were beating him as 
it was. " Forrarding " with huntsmen, and 
" hissing " with grooms, are things they get so into 
the way of, that many of them can't help them- 
selves. •: # 

If extreme pace lasts, a run can^t last. That is 
a truism worth remembering by pullers-up and 
people fancying themselves about to be beat by the 
pace. Up the Grassmere Water Meadows the 
pace certainly was extremely good — so good that 
the hounds ran nearly mute ; but, as they neared 
the neck where the meadows run up into a ravine, 
some few found time and wind to throw their 
tongues ; and most welcome were the notes, borne 
back on*the soft light breeze. A momentary 
check at the top let in the successful followers on 
either side of the valley, while a mixed tail of 
blacks and reds dotted the line of country over 
which they had come. The lathered horses now 
stood panting and blowing, and shaking their tails, 
after their exertions, whilst the red-faced, per- 
spiring sportsmen durst not dismount to ease them. 
" Bless us, what a pace ! " " Did you see MuflSin- 
mouth in the bog ? " " Who was t'other chap ? " 
" Where's my groom ? " " You've lost a shoe." 
" Have I, by Jove ? It's all dickey with me 
then!" were the exclamations that burst forth, 
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while Ben bustled away to the well-accustomed 
point, to get the pack on with their game. 

Up the steep dean-side then they scrambled, and 
after squeezing through a stiif and very scratch- 
my.face fence, they found themselves in a large 
fellow, with the hounds lob, lob, lobbing across, 
now mute, now dropping a note, but pointing for 
the forest, now a conspicuous object in the rising 
foreground. 

Old Ben began kicking the chestnut into a canter 
to get the hounds across the fallow as quickly as 
possible, well knowing the importance of killing the 
fox in the open. Not that he ever expresses a 
doubt of catching him in cover, but he prefers the 
publicity of the plain. He is all for fair play, 
especially when there's a burning scent. 

The rivalry of riding was now about ov6r, all 
being satisfied that if their horses got into the deep 
rides of the forest, they would want all the " go " 
they could save for them, and trotting, and holding, 
and easing, and furrow-seeking, and headland- 
riding, became the order of the day. 

Mr. Swillbut, the brewer's, great gaunt brown 
horse Molasses, who had given indications of a 
stiff neck down below, had been so fairly pumped 
out by clambering up the rough brushwoody dean, 
that he lay down on the fallow just outside the stiff 
fence, and so awkwardly did he repose himself, 
that the few horses behind had to leap over him, 
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or force a fresh breach through the lofty, newly 
swiched, almost impenetrable fence. 

Still the desire to save their horses was out- 
weighed by anxiety to kill the fox in the open, and 
nobody regretted to hear the light musical notes of 
the bitches again swelling to cry as they got upon 
a large, rushy, old pasture, causing the field to get 
their horses by the head, and urge them again 
into a canter. 

The thing had now got so select that there 
would be honour and glory enough for them all, 
consequently, those who " never open gates," and 
never " pull down fences," now began to do both, 
and those who always open and pull down, now 
did so the more. 

So what with one, and what with another, they 
about dispensed with leaping altogether. It was, 
" 111 get off if you'll hold my horse ! that's a good 
fellow ; I'll do it next time," or " you'd better get 
off and lift it," as Tom Bowles was fumbling at a 
chained gate. 

This, however, is all under the rose, the stiffest 
fencing and the hardest riding being always, by • 
courtesy, supposed to come last. 

So they went on from field to field rejoicing. 
« « « « « 

After skirting Birkshaw coppice, and taking a 
look at Cranfield farm buildings, Rejniard did not 
find such accommodation as induced him to desert 
his original point for the forest ; but a colly dog 
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chasing him, pumped ojit the little balance of wind 
he had left; to recruit which he shortly after lay 
up in a hedge-row, from whence, afl;er the usual 
flash forward and feathering flourish of the pack, 
he was soon elevated in the arms of old Ben before 
the admiring eyes of " glorious seven," each trying 
who could WHO-HOOP loudest. 

The following may be taken as a sample of the 
usual varied accounts that attend a good run : — 

Beal distance, eight miles. Telling distance, fourteen. 

Real time, forty-five minutes. Telling time, one hour. 

Checks, one. * Checks, none. 

Heavies up, four. 

Lights, three. , 

The result of our friend Tom's ride was, that ho 
repriced the young' un at 150/. 
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CHAP. V. 

LORD LIONEL LAZYTONGS. 

Delighted with his day with Mr. Neville, pleased 
with the performance of the five year old, in love 
with all the world, particularly with his sweet 
charmer Lydia Clifton, our friend gave his horse to 
Sleekpow, with an intimation that he should want 
Rough Robin the next afternoon, being fiilly deter- 
• mined to ride over to Snailswell, and finish the 
matter off hand, whether he gave up hunting or 
not. 

" It's time I was married," said he, stamping 
the conglomerated mud off his soaked boots, and 
casting an eye downwards on the stained and spat- 
tered cords. 

" It doesn't follow,"- continued he, as he opened 
the back door, and hurried into the house, " that 
I need give up hunting the first year at all events, 
or perhaps not even the second, or yet the third ; " 
and if anything was wanting to clench his determi- 
nation about matrimony, it would have been the 
fact of his stumbling over one of those abominable 
tape women's baskets that had been left in the 
passage, while the owner carried on the usual pro- 
miscuous barter with the females — ribbons for 
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rabbits' skins, shawls for suet, tape for tea, and so 
on. 

It's very odd, but bachelors always use twice as 
much tea as married people ; at least they pay for 
twice as much. 

A letter with a large seal lay on the entrance 
table — a seal so large that, had it been in black, 
Tom would have thought all the crowned heads in 
Europe had demised together. 

" Who can this be from ?'' exclaimed he, eying 
the spreading-many-quartered shield and crests, 
surmounted by a coronet. He broke it and read 
as follows: — 

" Dawdle Court. 
" Dear Mr. Scott — The Tear Devil hounds 
meet at Ecclesford Green, near here, on Tuesday 
next, and we shall be glad if it will suit your con- 
venience to come on Monday and stay till Wednes- 
day, with 

" Yours very truly, 

"Lionel Lazytongs. 

" To Thomas Scott, Esq. Hawbuck Grange." 

" What the deuce can have come oyer him now ! " 
exclaimed Tom, as he read it : " his lordship has 
been living at Dawdle Court these three seasons, 
and never got further than a card, or a call, or a 
hope that I'd come to him at that most undefined 
period ^some time,' and now he breaks out in a 
downright invitation to stay." 
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No man is more keenly aUve to the extreme 
absurdity of people visiting out of their own station 
of life, or censures it more severely in their neigh- 
bours than Tom does ; after which our readers will 
not be surprised to learn that he looked out his 
best boots, &c., and wrote to say he would go. 
« « « « « 

« • « • • 

The premature closing of a winter's day, but 
little aided by the slender horn-like circle of the 
young and rising moon, saw him before the massive 
pile of Dawdle Court, whose heavy outline, he, 
however, forsook in favour of the stables, into whose 
spacious yard he rode Avith an " at home" sort of 
air. 

It is not every man that can face the silk-stock- 
ing smartness and lace-daubed splendour of a front- 
door entrance; but between the denizen of the stable 
and the fox hunter, there is a something in com- 
mon that prevents the latter feeling distrait. 
Though our walk in life has not been either lofty 
or extensive, we are free to confess that we have 
seen lackeys who looked quite as much like gentle- 
men as their masters. " Small blame to their 
masters for keeping them," as Paddy would say ; 
but it is inconvenient for a stranger to scrape and 
bow to the servant; equally disagreeable to take 
the lord for a lackey. We, therefore, like the 
stable. We like to ride quietly in and ask the 
groom or coachman, or the postilion, or the any- 
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body connected with horses that we see moving 
about, if Sir John, or Sir George, or my lady are 
at home, and then, if we get an answer in the ne- 
gative, we just ask them to take charge of our 
cards ; and if they say " yes," why we see our 
horse put up ourself, and so save old Patepowder, 
the porter, the wickedness of the oaths he might 
let fall as he hobbled away with him from the 
front door. Seeing the horse housed oneself, also, 
gives one time to rectify any little derangement of 
dress incurred on the road, stamp off the mud 
sparks, pull up one's collars, comb out one's 
whiskers — all extremely proper and allowable, but 
which a modest man would feel a delicacy in doing 
at a front door, with all the eye windows of the 
house full upon him, and no saying how many pair 
of bright roguish eyes within, criticising his move- 
ments. We do not know a more nervous situation 
for a shy man than to place himself in the pillory 
of public observation, before a large house full of 
company in the country — luncheon time, say — 
when all the ladies are together, giving a loose to 
their tongues and their appetites. Unfortunate 
young man ! Should you be accused of sweetheart- 
ing anyone, how they would pull you to pieces, 
especially if you w^re " booked." There wouldn't 
be a feature but what they would condemn, or a 
sin in the whole catalogue of crime but what they 
would lay to your charge. 

There is an advantage in riding direct to the 
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stables, when one goes to stay all night, even 
though the shades of night would protect one from 
idle curiosity. One sees what sort of accommodation 
one 's horse gets ; sees what sort of screws they keep 
of their own; and so while away an hour that 
might be very heavy in the house. The best 
ginger beer that ever was bottled won't fiz above 
a certain time. 

Well, Tom Scott rode into the yard, as we said, 
with a "rest, soldier rest," sort of feeling, and 
also with the pleasing conviction that in the course 
of his ride he had earned an enormous appetite. 

It was four o'clock, stable hour, and the horses, 
after being stripped, strapped, and watered, were 
now in the full enjoyment of their com, standing 
up to their bellies in clean wheat straw, as shown 
by numerous lanthoms hanging from ceilings. 

The trampling of his horse's feet drew a shirt- 
sleeved helper or two to the doors, and one more 
venturesome and less afraid of fresh air than the 
rest, keeping his head out sufficiently long to re- 
ceive the shot of a question, Tom ventured to ask 
" where his stable was ?" 

" We don't take in osses ere, old boy : it ain't a 
livery stable," replied the man, taking our friend 
for a groom. 

" Hush ! " exclaimed a voice behind, pulling the 
speaker back, '*it'll be Mr, Scott; I've just sent 
his servant on." 

A very orthodox, round about, stud groom, then 
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came forward with a lanthom, and casting the^ 
light over Tom, lest he might compromise his con- 
sequence by misplaced politeness, observed, with 
a touch of the hat, " Mr. Scott, I believe." 

" Yes," replied Tom, adding, " would you have 
the kindness to show me my stable." 

" I sent a helper on with your servant, not half 
an hour since," replied the groom, " and he's not 
returned yet ; but I'll endeavour to get some one 
to take this," continued he, ringing a small bell. 

"Don't you take in horses?" asked Tom, as the 
httle tinkler ceased sounding. 

" Why — no — yes — no — not exactly here," hesi- 
tated Hhe groom ; " at the Lazytong Arms, close 
by, just outside the park. Excellent accom- 
modation — kept by an old coachman of ours — 
Esau Broadback — two year old oats — sweetest 
hay that ever was smelt." 

" But if the park is as wide that way as it is the 
one I 've come," replied Tom, " it will be a precious 
distance, and how am I to manage for want of a 
servant ? I have only a groom." 

" Oh, Mr. Lampoil, the groom of the chamber, 
will manage all that for you, sir," replied he, at the 
same time turning to a group of helpers, whom his 
ring had drawn together; he inquired of one, 
whom he designated Mat, " What he was doing ? " 
and receiving the usual answer, "Nothing," he 
ordered him to saddle Usurper, and " lead this ere 
orse over to the Arms." 
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" But if it's close by, what's the use of taking out 
a horse ? " asked Tom. 

" He'll be none the worse of a little exercise," 
replied the groom, 

"Nor Mat, either, perhaps," observed Tom. 

Not being quite satisfied about the locality of the 
Arms, and the moon now giving a more available 
light, Tom thought he might as well consume part 
of the two hours and a half that still separated him 
from dinner, by riding the old mare to her quar- 
ters ; accordingly he set off, accompanied by Mat 
on Usurper, a thorough bred hack with a bang 
tail down to the hocks. 

It was not without a longing look that Tom 
took leave of the Dawdle Court stables, feeling 
satisfied that, however good the " Arms' " ones 
might be, they could not beat the " Court." 

Taking in horses has almost become the sole 
perquisite of the poor, at least those that the world 
call " poor," though they often have more to spend 
than those that the world call " rich." Men in 
our friend Tom Scott's class of life, never think of 
separating " man and horse." If they can't take 
in both, they send word, clearly showing that " not " 
taking in, is the exception. 

There are some places of such convenient distance 
that they stretch or contract like telescopes, ac- 
cording to the wishes of the party. We have 
known the same place both two miles and four in 
the mouth of the same person. The Scotch talk 
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of their miles and a bittick ; but their miles and 
a bittick are not a bit more undefinable than an 
Englishman's " close by." 

Although enlivened by Mat's agreeable conver- 
sation, who, not having heard the groom's orders 
to take over Tom's mare, concluded by Tom going 
that he was a fellow servant, was both inquisitive 
and communicative, informing Tom, " what he 
had," and anxious to know Tom's wages ; our friend 
found the " close by," a long way. When one 
expects to arrive at a journey's end every minute, 
distance stretches out amazingly. Even on an 
ordinary beaten road, travelling the last mile is 
often the longest. The meanderings of the road 
through the park seemed as if they would never 
end, and views and vistas, that might be very beau- 
tiful by day, were anything but interesting on a 
winter night, illumined only by the fitful gleams 
of a crescent moon. 

At last Tom and his conductor reached the noble 
lodge, and following the turnpike road upon which 
they now got, the creaking of the glittering sign 
containing the Fender and Fire-iron Arms, as it 
swung to and fro in the little garden before the 
house, at last proclaimed Tom's journey done. 

Following Mat, he presently found himself in 
the soft bedding of a farm yard, the little panes of 
glass for windows in the encircling buildings, emit- 
ting gleams of light indicative of occupants within. 
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"Have you bespoke a stable?" asked Mat, 
halting in the middle of the straw yard. 

" No," replied Tom : " I thought his lordship 
took in horses." 

" I fear you'll come badly on, then," said Mat, 
" for they've only six decent stalls, and they seem 
to be aU full." 

" Holloa ! " exclaimed he, giving a loud, shrill, 
shilling gallery sort of whistle, which had the 
effect of awakening a man in an X)pen-doored build- 
ing to a sense of their presence, who, on coming 
forward, proved to be Sleekpow. This worthy was 
in the usual state of mental depression, of a groom 
who hasn't got the best stable. " He was sure 
he didn't know what they should do. The stable 
wasn't fit to put a dog horse in, let alone such horses 
as ours ; " and after divers lamentations he led the 
way into a sort of a cross, between a stable and a 
cowhouse — not very good to be sure, but a place 
that might have been a great deal worse. The 
ceiling was very low, and formed of loose rafters 
for the support of hay ; but that was a deal better 
than no ceiling, or a roof with holes in it ; and 
though the stalls were merely formed of swing 
bars, that is of little consequence with horses that 
know each other. The stable was warm and dry, 
and there was plenty of clean straw ; and the hay 
being last year's (1846), it was almost superfluous 
smelling it, for it was sure to be good. 

However, having humoured Sleekpow by joining 



LORD LIONEL LAZYTONGS. 95 

in his grumble, and admitting all his objections to 
be valid, Tom proceeded to worm it out if he knew 
whose horses were there. 

"There's Captain Tipthorn and Mr. Blobditch, 
Major Tinhead, and a gentleman, whose name he 
forgot. Squire Muffinhead, or something of that 
sort. 

The hounds met at Ecclesford Green, but where 
that was he couldn't tell; Esau Broadback, the 
landlord of the Arms, who knew as much about 
hounds as coachmen generally do, stating it to be 
two miles, while Major Tinhead's groom declared it 
was four." However, two or four was no great 
matter ; so ordering Sleekpow to bring the mare 
in time for the four, Tom retraced his steps through 
the park, and was surprised to find himself back at 
Dawdle Court in " no time." 

• # • • HI 

"What time do we dine ?" asked he of one of 
the bedizened flunkeys who rushed to his assistance 
as he entered, and persisted in stripping him as if 
he hadn't a hand of his own. 

" Dinner's ordered at seven," replied he, with an 
emphasis on the " ordered." 

Having possessed himself of Tom's hat, gloves, 
whip stick, and paletot, he handed him over to a 
pump and pantaloon gentleman in a cataract of 
white linen, who guided our friend along a laby- 
rinth of passages, lighted in the true pick-up-a- 
pin-style, to the library. 
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Here Tom found his noble host, booted and 
breeched, in the midst of an admiring circle whose 
peculiar costume indicated sportsmen in mufti — cut 
away coats, fancy neckcloths, striped vests, cord 
pantaloons, and so on. They all seemed as if they 
had come oniorseback, and hadn't got the straddle 
out of their legs yet. 

. His lordship, who, in addition to boots and 
breeches, was attired in a smart new pea-green, 
cut-away, was exhibiting his long length before 
the . fire, in the true British style, — a lap over 
each arm, — detailing for the third time the splen- 
dour of a hare hunt he had been engaged in; which 
narrative he was kind enough to break off — though 
he had nearly hunted puss to destruction again — 
as Tom entered, in order that he might edify him, 
with it from the beginning. 

" Gad, Mr. Scott," said he, after mutual saluta- 
tions were over, and he had moved a little to the 
left, to give Tom a smell of the fire, " Giad, Mr. 
Scott," said he, "d'ye know, I was so pleased with 
your account of the Goose and Pudding Hunt that 
I wrote up to Tattersall to buy me a pack of har- 
riers, and I've been out with them to-day for the 
first time, and I do assure you I never enjoyed 
anything more.. We met at Furzeydown," con- 
tinued he, " about three miles and a-half from here, 
and found a hare by Clipstone Clump, who went 
as straight as an arrow to Gatley Coppice, from 
whence, sinking the wind all the way, she ran to 
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Silveflspring, skirting the plantations at Stover, 
then on to Frogley Glen, where there was a slight 
check — not more than five minutes, hardly so 
much — owing to a flock of sheep ; -however, we hit 
t - her off again, when the hounds flew like pigeons 

f over those fine large pastures to Hackthorn, skirting 

Eookley Bog, and she was finally killed in the 
middle of Broadfield village, just by the blacksmith's 
shop. I dare say you know it, Mr. Scott — close to 
the public house — the sign of the Frugal Spinster." 

Here Tom managed to intimate that he didn't 
know the country. 

" Ah, if you don't," continued his lordship, 
without drawing breath, " my friend Captain Win- 
deyhash here does," — as if Windeyhash's knowing 
it was the same as Tom ; and on his lordship went 
again, talking of hinting, and riding, and foiling, 
and casting, and crashing, till the announcement 
of Colonel Buckskin again brought him " to." 

Having got himself settled among them, much 
after the fashion of a lost hound casting up. Buck- 
skin essayed to show his perfect ease by observing 
on his lordship's boots and breeches. 

" At it," his lordship went again, beginning with 
the find at Clipstone Clump, and hunting the hare, 
with variations, through all the places before men- 
tioned, running out into a long dissertation on the 
comparative merits of Pelhams and snaffles, each 
of which he had been trying on the horses he had 
ridden that day. This, too, in defiance of the 

H 



98 LORD LIONEL LAZYTONGS. 

gong, whose last boom had long died out, and been 
succeeded by the light notes of a musical clock 
chiming a quarter to seven. 

Still his lordship rattled away, talking of scent, 
and skirting, and nicking, and babbling, and leap« 
ing, and creeping, and flying, and bruising, and 
rasping, and racing, and ramming, as if there was 
no such thing as dinner in the wind, at all events, 
as if his sporting keenness had completely subdued 
the keenness of his appetite. 

At last Lampoil, the white-breasted gentleman 
Tom had encountered on entering, appeared at the 
door, followed by a flunkey with a tray fall of 
flaring wax lights ; which appeared to draw his 
lordship's attention to the fact of his not having 
dined, foy whisking one up with a flourish that 
sent the accumulated wax all over his leather 
breeches, he transferred the rest of the company 
to Lampoil, and proceeded to show Tom to the 
"blue room." 

" Gad," said his lordship, again sticking his 
back to the fire, after going through the usual 
evolution of showing the bell, the boot-jack, &c., 
"those are capital hounds of mine, and I'm 
very much obliged to Tattersall for buying me 
them. 

" Suppose we take a turn with them to-mor- 
row," continued he, after a pause. 

" We are going out with the Tear Devil hounds 
aren't we ?" asked Tom, turning the airing shirt 
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at the fire by way of giving his lordship a hint 
that they ought to be dressing. 

" Ah, true ! " replied he, with an air of a man 
awlaking out of a revery, " to-morrow the Devils 
meet at Stallington Hill, nineteen miles from here, 
but that's nothing with two good hacks." 

" Ecclesford Green you told me in your letter, I 
think," observed Tom. 

"Ah, true!" rejoined his lordship, " Stalling- 
ton's on Saturday — you're right; to-morrow is 
Ecclesford Green, and a deuced bad place it is 
too." 

Just as he gave Tom this pleasing piece of in- 
telligence the tower clock chimed seven, and ob- 
serving that he " supposed they ought to be dress- 
ing," his lordship lounged out of the room, having 
now enlightened Tom as to the meaning of the 
footman, in saying that dinner was " ordered" at 
that hour. 

"What a queer bitch it is," said Tom, as his 
lordship's gaunt figure disappeared through the 
door-way. 

" He seems to be keen about hunting too," con- 
tinued he, running his proceedings and conversa- 
tion through his mind ; for we should inform the 
reader, that though we called him " Tom's noble 
friend" in a former chapter, yet Tom knew very 
little of him, his acquaintance having commenced 
by helping him out of a bog at the close of last 
season, when his lordship had paid Mr* Neville's 
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hounds a flying visit of inspection with a very 

liberal stud of very fine horses — nearly as many as 

would have done for hunting a country twice a 

week. 

Not having a confusion of coats to bother him 

in a choice, Tom was not long at his toilette, thanks 

to the footman, who had laid all things out for 

him. 

• • • • • 

When he got into the spacious drawing-room, 
redolent of fragrance and gilt, and decorated to the 
highest pitch of French art, he found Lady Lazy- 
tongs with her lazytongs cocked on the sofa, who 
gave Tom the sort of distant bend that some ladies 
give their husbands* fri€nds. 

Fortunately Sir George Stiffhecke, a neighbouring 
knight of immense pretension, had arrived, and 
was doing the polite in his usual ponderous style, 
in which effort he was presently aided by Cap- 
tain Windeyhash, a sort of general hanger-on of 
the house. 

The whole party having at length assembled, 
-and some having looked at their watches more than 
once, his lordship at last strolled into the room 
with the air of a man wJbo had had a good lunch- 
eon at three, for though the effervescence of the 
hare hunt was still in full froth when Toni arrived, 
it had been over about two, and the hounds back 
in kennel by three. 

However remiss his lordship might be about 
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dinner, it was gratifying to see that he was still 
tenacious of the character of the sportsman, for he 
was now elaborately got up in the full dress uni- 
form of the Dazzlegoose hunt. In the dress de- 
partment even Lady Lazytongs seemed to take an 
interest, for she beckoned his lordship towards her, 
that she might have a nearer view of the richly 
braided gold fox with a silver tag on the crimson 
velvet collar of his beet-root coloured coat. 

Having eyed him up and down, and turned him 
round, as a child would a doll, she again sunk on 
the sofa, with the observation that she supposed he 
" might as well ring for dinner." 

His lordship then strutted away in his rose- 
coloured breeches and white silk stockings, looking 
uncommonly like a mountebank. 

Dinner was shortly after announced. 

What pen could do justice to that meal ? Who 
can describe the noble apartment, the ponderous 
plate, the splendid chandeliers, the glittering side- 
board, the light and tasteful confectionery, the 
crystal-like glass, the snow-like diaper, the beau- 
tiful flowers— above aU, the sparkling wines and 
rich and varied dainties ? 

Not Tom Scott, certainly. Nevertheless, he did 
pretty fair justice to the victuals, as who would not 
that had breakfasted at eight and tasted nothing 
since ? 

Indeed, to tell the truth, he ate so much, and 
of such variety, potage a la comtesse^ or soup 

H 3 
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made of Countess, turhot a la HoUandaise, or 
Dutch turbot, with sauce we don't know what, 
^^ horS'CPomvres^^ of all sorts that came in the way, 
to say nothing of two cuts at a leg of mutton 
basted with devil's tears, followed by a slice of 
" dindonneau a la Nelson" or nautical turkey, a turn 
at a " aalade de grouse^ a la soyer^^ in addition to 
Nesselrode pudding, cr&me h la vaniUe^ Charlotte 
Russe^ and other trifles, that he was dreadfully 
afflicted with the nightmare, and fancied that old 
Louis Philippe and all his sons, with their wives, 
were squatting on his stomach together. But we 
anticipate. 

When the ladies retired — for there were two or 

' three besides Lady Lazytongs — they had another 

burst about hunting from his lordship, who threw 

back his beet-root coloured coat as though he were 

going to make a " clean breast of it.'' 

He had all the talk to himself, and never did 
Scott hear man run on so about horses and hounds, 
and the system of kenneL 

" Out upon Nimrod," said Tom, who in his swell 
quarterly dinner at Melton — and that, too, after a 
splendid run — tells us the subject of hunting was 
never once mentioned. 

" Here have I been training myself," continued 
he, " for civilised society upon a similar basis, and 
now I find my Lord Lionel Lazytongs, son of the 
Marquis of Fender and Fireirons, blazing away 
like an engine." 
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Tom then tried to get a word in sideways, but 
the steam of his lordship's eloquence was still too 
strong, and he resumed the position of listener. 

Nor was Tom sorry; for his Lordship talked 
well, and apparently to the purpose, and, having 
seen hounds and countries that Tom only knew 
by name, what he said had the advantage of 
novelty, though it might want the charm of per- 
sonal participation. What runs he told them of! 
What leaps he described ! What brooks he cleared ! 

As he went on, he built up places with knifes, 
forks, and spoons, and introduced finger glasses 
and tumblers till he brought the very places before 
their eyes. Then he criticised this master and that 
— compared one great establishment with another, 
and described their respective countries, till Tom 
almost regretted not living nearer so great a 
luminary. 

Like all great talkers, however, we are concerned 
to add that he did not circulate the liquor. 

Had Captain Windeyhash, who most needlessly 
acted the part of showman, or trotter out, leading 
his lordship on to his stories, and helping him out 
with the lame ones, devoted himself to the circula- 
tion of the bottle instead, it would have been quite 
as agreeable to the guests. However, " time and 
the hour against the longest day," and the same 
able adversary conquers the longest evening too. 

When they got back into the drawing-room, the 
covey of company was broke, and then for the first 

H 4 
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time Tom had an opportunity of saying a few 

words as to the morrow. < 

The first person he addressed was Major Tin- 
head, whom he had seen out with Mr. Neville's 
hounds once or twice. 

" Hope youVe brought your best horse," said 
Tinhead, after a common-place or two, " for it's a 
desperate country — stiff est in England^ isn't it, 
Blobbey?" continued he, catching that fat gentle- 
man hj *^® elbow, as he waddled along, coffee-cup 
in hand, to a sofa. * 

" Oh, tre-men-dioits country," replied Blobditch, 
giving his head a solemn shake. " I always say 
that the man who can ride across our country 
needn't be afraid of any country in the world ! " 
With which compliment to himself, he proceeded 
on his journey* 

Tom got a similar account from Captain Tip- 
thorn; indeed they all seemed bent on the usual 
course of frightening the stranger. 

Music and cards in the drawing-room, with 
billiards and naps outside, filled up the evening, 
till at last it was bedtime, even for my lord. 

The ladies had retired shortly after Sir George 
Stifl&iecke took his departure, and wine and water 
having filled up the interstices of the stomach, 
Lampoil again made his appearance in front of an 
illumination. 

" Good nights" being exchanged, each man hur- * 

ried off with his candle. 
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His lordship's politeness induced him to accom- 
pany Tom again to his bed-room, where, having 
stirred the fire, he established himself in his old posi- 
tion, and again began " harping on his daughter." 

He forgot they were going out with the Tear 
Devil hounds, and talked of the Currant-jelly dogs 
as if they were going to have a turn with them. 

" Ah, true," replied his lordship, in answer to 
Tom's observation, that it was the Ecclesford Green 
day. '' True, I forgot. Let me see, then," con- 
tinued he, ruminating. 

" You and I'll breakfast together at half-past 
nine," said -he, after a pause, " and then we shall 
be quite independent of every one. I hate bother- 
ing and waiting for a family breakfast on a hunting 
morning," added he. 

"So do T," Tom would have added, but hh 
voluble lordship did not give him time. 

" At half-past nine, then, preciselyj^ continued 
his lordship : ' " in Dian's Bower, the room to the 
left of the library as you enter." 

" So be it," replied Tom. 

" I'll tell Lampoil to have breakfast ready to a 
minute" said he. " How is your time by mine?" 
asked his lordship, producing a most diminutive 
" Geneva" watch, about the size of a half-crown 
piece, from his waistcoat pocket. " I'm now half- 
past twelve," said he, turning its little pale face 
towards Scott. 
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" And I am twenty-five minutes past," said Tom, 
showing his grandfather's great gold turnip. 

" Au revoir^ then," said his lordship, extending 
a brace of fingers, repeating as he left the room, 

" Then mind, half past nine^ to a minute I " 

* • • * * 

" Louis Philippe," as we said before, having es- 
tablished himself and family on Tom's stomach 
during the night, in consequence of the miscella- 
neous dinner he had eaten, Tom did not require 
much calling in the morning. Indeed he heard 
every hour strike after three, about which time the 
heavy monarch and party soused themselves down. 
He succeeded in dislodging them about four; but 
between that hour and five they returned with 
redoubled force, and Tom dreamt that the old fat 
Queen Mother of Spain actually sat herself down 
on his mouth. 

So he battled and struggled on till it was light. 

It was eight before day was fairly established, 
and, thinking it was no use interrupting the house- 
maids, Tom just lay in bed until within three- 
quarters of an hour of the breakfast time that his 
lordship had appointed, which he knew would enable 

him to be down to the moment. 

* * * • * 

''Is his lordship up?" asked our friend of the 
jean-jacketted lackey who brought him up his hot 
water. 
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" I don't know I 'm sure, sir/' replied he ; " I've 
not seen his lordship's valet yet." 

" He'll be sure to be up." thought Tom, bound- 
ing out of bed at the recollection of the evening 
talk and the overnight injunctions, 

" Some men are only punctual in hunting mat- 
ters," continued Tom, lathering away at his chin. 

So he proceeded in his dressing. 

Boots certainly don't carry well in saddle-bags, 
and Tom never understood the value of the 
fisherman or bishop's sort until this morning. 
You can take and stamp them into saddle-bags 
just as you would a pair of dirty stockings, and 
they'll unfold as smart and bright as ever; but 
woe betide the tops that have not elbow room to 
themselves. Tom's turned out only " so so," when 
he came to inspect them by daylight, and he knew it 
would be worse than useless asking a six-foot figure 
footman if he could remedy the little irregularities 
of putty powder they presented. Besides, he had 
not calculated his time to allow of recommodes^ as 
the French say, so he just pulled them on as they 
were. 

Tom had some difficulty in finding the Hall of 
Dian; but when he did, he found that it was 
rightly named. 

It was a comfortable-sized room, small in com- 
parison with the magnificent entertaining ones he 
had been in over night, but what would be con- 
sidered a v^ry good room in a moderate-sized house. 
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It was square and lofty, with richly ornamented 
pannelled walls, and full-length portraits in each 
compartment. 

Those who have remarked the various represent- 
ations of her. Majesty and Prince Albert, or indeed 
those of any other illustrious individual, will ex- 
cuse Tom's getting half way through the series 
before he discovered that they were all Lord Lionel 
Lazytongs's. 

Above the richly-carved white marble mantel- 
piece his lordship stood beside a grey horse in the 
morning costume of the Dazzlegoose Hunt — bright 
apricot-coloured coat, white cravat, striped buff 
vest with black binding, white cords, and longish 
top boots. 

Next it, on the left, he appeared in scarlet on 
a gallant bay, careering over an open country, 
which, with the exception of a couple of swallows, 
he seemed to have all to himself. 

The third represented him about to do a little 
fantastic toe. Dressed in the evening dress of the 
Swell-boys' Hunt — lavender-coloured coat, with 
rose-coloured linings, richly embroidered white 
satin waistcoat, with white kerseymere shorts and 
white silk stockings, he stood drawing on a pair of 
pink kid gloves before an opening door, which dis- 
closed a cut-glass chandelier above sundry satin 
petticoats, whirling about with white-legged gen- 
tlemen. 

In a larger piece between the windows he ap- 
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peared on horseback again. He was in the act of 
changing a white hack 'for a black hunter, in the 
imaginary dress of Master of the Buckhounds, an 
office he had bespoken for himself on the coming in 
of the Tories. Scene — Ascot Heath — the Grand 
Stand crowded with ladies, perfuming the air with 
their pocket handkerchiefs. Artist — of course, 
Frank Grant. 

On the door-side of the room his lordship ap- 
peared in three panels, one clearing such a gate as 
never was seen, in the brimstone-coloured coat of 
the Tear Devil Hunt, another riding like fury at 
a thing like an arm of the sea, and a third canter- 
ing past the statue of Achilles on his return from 
a day in the Vale of Aylesbury, with Baron Roths- 
child's Staggers. This was by Count d'Orsay, 
and was done to commemorate the feat of his lord- 
ship having ridden " all the way there and back." 
There were a couple of niches vacant on the side 
opposite the window, one of which will most likely 
soon be occupied by him in the pea-green cut away, 
and leathers of the hare hunter. 

Altogether it was a regular sporting apartment, 
and only wanted breakfast, and a little knowledge 
of hunting on the part of some of the artists. 
Not but that there were symptoms of breakfast in 
the shape of a snug round table near the fire, 
garnished with a profusion of plate, but, as yet, 
there were no eatables. 
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Tom took another hasty round of the pictures, 
but still there was no indication of breakfast. 

He then proceeded to stare out of the window 
to see if he could see any thing in the hunting line, 
and again returned to the fire and began to in- 
spect the polished ivory handle of the bell-puU. 
* • * • • 

It was now a quarter to ten, and he began to 
be seriously uneasy. 

" Surely his lordship, so keen and precise over- 
night, can't have changed his mind," thought he. 
And then he began to wish his lordship had let 
him breakfast with the rest. 

" Perhaps there would be no great harm in ring- 
ing the bell and asking if breakfast was going on 
elsewhere," continued he, laying hold of the knob, 
when just as he was going to turn it down, the 
well known " clonk, clonk, clonk," of spurs in the 
passage arrested his hand, and drew Tom's eyes to 
the door. 

It was his long lordship, who now came forward 
to greet him, but not in the dress Tom expected at 
that advanced hour of the morning. 

Instead of the coat and waistcoat of the fox- 
hunter, he was enveloped in a long, flowing blue 
and silver brocade robe de chambre^ confined at 
the waist with enormous blue and silver cords, 
with tassels as big as bell-pulls. He had a heap of 
letters in one hand, and the Times, Post, and 
Morning Chronicle tucked under his other arm. 
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" Gad," said he, with a knowing look, " I really 
think the nxinistry won't stand. It's clear there's 
a split in the cabinet. Old story — Grey and 
Palmerston — Grey and Palmerston — don't like 
each other — don't like each other. What do you 
think, Mr. Scott?" 

" Hang'd if I know," said Tom ; " don't care 
either, so long as it don't come a frost." 

" Ah, true," replied his lordship. " That re- 
minds me we are going to hunt ; better have break- 
fast, perhaps — better have breakfast, perhaps ;" so 
saying, he gave our old friend the bell a hearty 
peal. 

" Well, but," resumed he, taking a dressing- 
gown lap over each arm, and placing himself in his 
favourite position before the fire, " you're a Tory, 
aint you?" 

" Dash'd if I know what I am," said Tom ; " it 
makes precious little odds what men like myself 
are. I wds a Tory, or Conservative, or whatever 
you call it, and joined the gobemouches in abusing 
the Whigs, and hooraying Sir Robert; but I've 
thrown up politics, and devote myself to draining, 
and d ning him instead." 

" Alt, well," rejoined his lordship, with a smile 
at the mixed occupation, "well, but you'd like to 
see the Whigs out, of course," eyeing himself in 
the Master of the Buckhounds picture. 

" Not if it was to let Peel in again," replied Tom. 
" I hate the sound of his name." 
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Just then in came Lampoil, followed by no end 
of footmen, with tea and coffee, muffins and meat, 
and eggs and ham, and potted game, to which Tom 
had hardly got a fair start before the noisy clock 
struck ten. 

" Is that nine, or ten ?" asked his lordship, as it 
was still on the strike. 

" Ten, my lord," replied Lampoil, who, with two 
footmen, were doing all but eat their breakfasts 
for them — handing every thing that was within 
reach, and so on. 

" The hounds meet at eleven^ I presume ? " said 
Tom, trembling for the answer. 

" A quarter to," replied his lordship ; " we're in 
plenty of time ; they're close hy^'' saying which he 
again had recourse to The Post. 

A dead silence followed, broken only by the 
noise of their jaws, as they worked away at^ the 

viands. 

• • • • • 

" I'll be with you in five minutes," at last said 
his lordship, drawing himself slowly from under 
the table, and handing Tom the newspapers. " Send 
for the hacks," said he to Lampoil. 

" Hacks I " repeated Tom, as his lordship clonked 
out of the room, " I thought it was close by." 

" So it is," replied Lampoil, " at least what his 
lordship calls close by — four or five miles, perhaps ; 
his lordship thinks nothing of eighteen or twenty 
— desperate man on the road." 
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** It's to be hoped lie finds hacks for his friends," 
observed Tom, not relishing the idea of galloping 

the old mare to cover, and hunting her after. 

* • * * * 

It was full half-past ten ere his lordship re-ap- 
peared, and then he had to get his sherry flask 
filled and his pocket stuffed with sandwiches and 

gingerbread nuts. 

# * * * * 

Just as they were crossing the great haU on 
their prolonged departure, her ladyship was de- 
scending the spacious staircase followed by her 
youngest child in the nurse's arms. 

"Oh, Lionel!" exclaimed she, without taking 
the slightest notice of poor Tom, " what have you 
got that fright of a neckcloth on for ? " 

^^ Fright r^ repeated his lordship, "why Jowett 
sent it down as the newest fashion ; he says George 
Ringlets wears it with the Queen's, Beau Sarsnet 
with the Puke, and I don't know who else besides." 

" Never mind who wears it," snapped her ladyship, 
"yellow, with black spots, don't become you^ so 
pray take it off." 

" But I shall be keeping Mr. Scott waiting, my 
dear," replied his lordship, intimating Tom's pre- 
sence by laying hold of his arm. 

" Oh, Mr. Scott won't mind waiting a minute or 
two, I'm sure," replied her ladyship, deigning him 
a sort of bow at last. 
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" Well, if you wish to have him all spotted like 
a leopard," said her ladyship, with a significant 
glance and shake of the head, as her spouse still 
hesitated, " you'll go as you are." 

His lordship then commenced a rapid ascent of 
the staircase, taking three steps at a time. 

We don't know whether ladies look upon neck- 
cloths in the same light as they do their own ribbons 
— things that can be changed in a minute — but 
we can assure them neckcloths are much more 
seripus affairs. It was full five minutes ere the 
clonk of his spurs announced his lordship's arrival 
on the landing in a skyblue satin cravat, instead of 
the proscribed yellow and black spot ; and though 
we could have changed in half the time, yet for 
his lordship we don't think it was long. 

" Will this do, my dear ? " asked he, buttoning his 
waistcoat, and adjusting his shirt collar, as he de- 
scended the staircase, and her ladyship having 
received the parting kiss for her assent, and the 
child having lisped its " ta, ta," our sportsmen at 
last found themselves among the body of the ser* 
vants in the outer hall. 

If they had been two Daniel Lamberts they were 
going to hoist on to their horses by sheer strength, 
they could not have required more. Numerous as 
they were, however, the opening door disclosed 
more outside. 

There was Tom's plummey, over-night friend, 
the stud-groom, in his brown cut-away, toilanette 
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waistcoat, drab kerseymeres and gaiters, ready to 
take the cover hack from an attendant in fustians 
the moment his lordship appeared, and there was a 
swell groom in leathers and livery, whose gold- 
laced hat alone would have furnished half an out- 
fit for Sleekpow. 

That worthy individual's face showed the dis- 
pleasure he felt at having been kept three quarters 
of an hour on the gravel, his vexation being 
heightened, perhaps, by numerous little anecdotes 
he would pick up relative to his lordship's pace 
on the road, and the distance they had to go. 

" It^B Jive miles," groaned Sleekpow, handing Tom 
the mare, with which dread intelligence the clock 
tolled the quarter. 

"We haven't much time to spare," said his 
lordship, who, having now mounted a prancing 
grey barb, was 

" Provoking the caper that he seemed to chide,** 

to the admiration of her ladyship, who was pointing 
out " Pa's " feats to the child, and also to the edifi- 
cation of sundry housemaids and dolly mops looking 
out of the windows above. 

Having performed in a style that would have 
done honour to Astley, or to the Champion at a 
coronation, he at length kissed his kid-gloved 
hand, and sticking spurs into the barb, dashed 
off in a gallop. 

" D — n the fellow ! How does he ever suppose I 

I 2 
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can keep pace with him ! " exclaimed Tom, gathering 
the old mare, who, thoroughly disgusted with her 
long wait, was now kicking, and imitating the feats 
of the barb. 

" You had better get forrard, sir," said the groom, 
coming up full canter, hands well down, as though 
he were setting to for a race. 

" His lordship rides very fast," added he, shoot- 
ing past. 

" Well, this is the most confounded wild-goose 
chase I ever rode ! " exclaimed Tom, as his lordship 
charged a flight of rails, followed by the lad, who 
could now hardly get forward in time to unlock 

the private park door. 

• • * • 

Having passed this and so cleared the park, they 
were now upon the road, a place not at all suited 
to Tom's old. mare's legs, which, though sound in 
the soft, are only what Sleekpow calls rather 
" crambley " on the hard. 

" Gently, old lass," continued Tom, patting her 
neck^ to try and get her to ease herself down to a 
trot, " gently, old lass ; it's no use fretting ; you 
are both hack and hunter to-day." 

But the old mare's monkey was up, and she clat- 
tered and battered along as if she had two or three 
sets of legs at home. 

Finding he would take as much out in fretting 
as he saved in restraining her, Tom at last let her 
go, and Wideopen Common shortly intervening, he 
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kept his lordship in view, and sailed away at what 
would have been called an " excellent pace," had 
hounds been running. 

After clearing the common, they again got upon 
the road, and meeting two or three cover hacks, 
Tom saw the hounds, at all events, had come. 

In close shaving, either for railway time, or 
dinner time, or fox-hunting time, or indeed almost 
any time, it is bad policy stopping to ask questions, 
for, if one is not past time already, the stoppage 
may make one so. The only plan is to "keep 
moving," and hug oneself at each person one gets 
past, without hearing, "Ah! the train's gone!" 
or, that most appalling sound of all, ^HheyWe away 
with him I " 

Tom got past three return grooms, with a stare 
from two, and a touch of the hat from the third, 
and, following his noble friend with his eye towards 
the rising ground, up which their course now lay, 
we saw him dash among a dark crowd on the hill 
top, dismount, and in the twinkling of an eye dis- 
appear on the other side. 

'* That's all very well," sighed Tom, "for a man 
with a stable full of horses ; but I, who ride my 
own to cover, can't afford to blow it on the road." 

So saying, he eased the old mare down into a trot, 
and just jogged up to the group on the hill with as 
unconcerned a face as a man in scarlet can assume, 
when the hounds have gone away with their fox^ 

*' Your o'er late, sir 1 " said a kindly-disposed 

I 3 
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horsebreaker, with a shake of the head, as he backed 
his three year old out of Tom's way ; *• they fund 
directly they put in, and have been away with him 
this ten minutes." 

^* The deuce they have ! " exclaimed Tom, pulling 
up in full panoramic view of the scene — Deep Dean, 
where, they found him, the end at which he broke, 
the still open gate through which the field had past 
the bothering brook, the kindly bridge, and the 
boundless expanse of noble country over which 
they were now careering. 

Nothing could be finer. 

" 'Tis distance lends enchantment to the view," 
wrote the poetic Campbell, speaking of general 
scenery, and surely it holds good witb fox-hunting 
scenery too, for distance reduces the leaps, so as 
to make all countries look pleasant and practic- 
able. This one did so particularly, and the last 
brimstone-coated whip seemed to glide over the'' 
plain, as he took on the tail hounds, as though there 
was nothing bigger than a water furrow. 

Poor Tom was never so vexed in his life ! He 
could have cried, if no one had been there. " All 
that hanged neckcloth ! ^- exclaimed he. 

* « « « « 

"There was a gentleman just before me," ob- 
served he, as soon as he recovered his articulation. 

'* Ah, that's my lord," replied the breaker, with a 
sneer, " You musnH follow Am." 

"Why not?" inquired Tom, as his lordship's 
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brimstone-coloured coat now appeared careering on 
the line. 

" Hoot ! he just rides after anything," replied the 
man. " All he cares for 's a gallop." 

'-' But he rides hard," observed Tom, looking at 
his Lordship crashing at a big fence with an open 
gate close at hand. 

" Oh ! he'll ride hard enough," replied the man, 
with a knowing leer, for there are few better in^ 
formed persons in these matters than horse-breakers.. 
'' Hell ride hard enough,'* repeated he, " especially 
if there are any ladies looking on ; for his great 
pleasure is in dressing up and showing off; and he 
certainly does make as good a turn-out as any noble- 
man in the land. He had two as fine horses here 
this morning as ever were seen, the one he's riding, 
and the one his pad groom's on with ; and last 
Wednesday he had two horses with these hounds, 
and two with the Dazzlegoose, and managed to be 
with both packs without seeing a run with either. 
He's a rum'uns, my lord." 



I 4 
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CHAP. VI. 

THE GOLDTRAF AHM8. 

" You were out of luck/' observed Esau Broadback, 
Tom's host, or rather his horse's host, as Tom ar- 
rived on foot on the morning after the Ecclesford 
Green day, with the intention of getting his horse 
to go home. 

"Yes," grunted Tom, with the tone of a man 
who doesn't want to be questioned. 

" You might get a day to-morrow," observed 
Broadback, with the sagacity of an innkeeper to- 
wards his own interest. " The Stout-as-steel hounds 
are within reach." 

"Where are they?" inquired Tom. 

At the Bridge of Bevis Mount, about ten miles 
from here," replied Broadback. 

"Ten miles!" hiccuped a drunken voice, "it's 
more like twenty ! " 

This was Tom's friend the horse-breaker, who 
had been drinking ever since they parted, and had 
got through a half-crown Tom gave him, and se- 
veral of his own to boot. 

*' It won't be above fifteen, any how," resumed 
Broadback, amending his geography. 

Fifteen's as good as fifty, in Tom's estimation at 
least, in as far as sending on in the morning is 
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concerned, and if a man has to move his horse 
from one country inn to another, he may as well 
be sociable, and go too. 

Tt so happened that our friend Tom had a great 
desire to see the Stout-as-steel hounds, having 
heard no little of them in his early days. They 
were originally a miner's pack, hunting the beau- 
tiful but hilly region so favourably known to all 
tourists and scenery hunters as the Kiss-sky moun- 
tains. The pack has been in existence above a 
century, not exactly as an advertising one, with a 
huntsman and whips, but a good useful cry of 
dogSj never under five, and sometimes as high as 
ten couple. After towling about the valleys, and 
the bases, and the middles, and the summits of the 
mountains, with the usual pony and pedestrian 
fields of " peep-o'-day packs," they got a piece of 
vale country, which they gradually extended, and 
in the course of time came out in type, looking 
(upon paper) as big as the best. At length they 
got weaned from the view-hallos and cow-horns of 
the miners, and under the mastership of Tom's late 
cousin, Simon Squander, who in the handsomest 
manner ruined himself by keeping them, they 
acquired considerable renown. 

After his death (which took place some ten years 
ago, and was caused, as many of our readers will 
recollect, by his drinking a glass of oxalic acid in 
mistake for gin, being at the time rather overcome 
with brandy), the hounds floundered on for some 
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time in the hands of a committee, and at length 
passed into those of Captain Cashbox; a gentleman, 
who, we believe, was caught at the " Comer," and 
most likely adopted on the strength of his name, 
though, if he was, it has turned out a failure, the 
captain's talent consisting in walking into other 
people's cash-boxes, and saving his own. 

This little episode will explain why it was that 
Tom was anxious to see the Stout-as-steel hounds ; 
an anxiety that caused him to ponder in the stable, 
and consider whether, now that he had got so far, 
he had not better go a little further, and gratify his 
inclination. 

The meet, the bridge at Bevis Mount, sounded 
quite familiar to his ear, or rather, perhaps, looked 
quite familiar to his eyes — just as familiar as the 
"Devil's Dyke" or "Telscombe Tye" of the old 
Brighton or Brookside harriers, look to the eye of 
a Sussex squire. Indeed, the column of " Hunting 
Appointments" is not the least interesting one in 
the papers, and through its medium one establishes 
a sort of hunting acquaintance with all the packs 
in the kingdom, assigning to each meet such a, 
country as we think the name indicates, and not 
unfrequently indulging in an imaginary run from 
it. If the mesmerisers would only invent a pro- 
cess for taking off one's thoughts when half asleep, 
we could produce some astonishing runs, far better 
than anything we can write. 

But to our friend Tom. 
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Having taken a look at the map in the traveller's 
room of the Lazytong Arms, and run his eye from 
the great greasy thumb-mark denoting the " here 
we are" of Dawdle Court into the intricacies of 
the hills, Scott saw that Bevis Mount was quite 
beyond distance for a morning's start ; but ob- 
serving the town of Sludgington on the line, which 
he remembered to have heard his late cousin ex- 
tol, our independent friend determined to dispense 
Avith the services of Sleekpow, and go " bags and 
all," feeling that it would never do to return to 
Hawbuck Grange without being able to tell Mr. 
Neville and " their chaps " what sort of dogs 
either the Tear Devil or the Stout-as-steel ones 
were. 

♦ ^ ♦ * * ' * 

That point being settled, he was very soon on the 
back of the old mare, and after divers twistings, 
and turnings, and crossings, and missings, and 
askings, the curtailed proportions of a winter's day 
found him gazing at the chubby tower of Sludgington 
Church. t 

Having cleared the toll-bar, he presently entered 
the town. 

It consisted of one long, narrow street, formed 
of all sorts of houses, and cottages, and shops, and 
premises ranged in a most higgledy-piggledy state 
of confusion — a good house here, a bad one there, 
a dirty cottage next, a public house after it; then 
a coy freestone-faced mansion, retiring within its 
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own iron railings, followed by a smithy adjoining a 
cowshed. The street was one continued bed of 
hard, loose, whinstone, whose roughness and sharp- 
ness was only relieved by a plentiful covering of 
cold, bleak-looking mud. 

In passing along Tom could not help thinking 
if the old mare was to fall, what a state her knees 
and his clothes would be in. Fortunately no such 
catastrophe befel Mr. Scott, and a ragged urchin 
with a ladder having lighted a glow-worm sort of 
oil lamp, a little in advance of where he rode, he 
deciphered the words " Goldtrap Arms" below one 
of those resplendent shields that indicate the great 
man of the country. 

In truth the sign was a perfect extinguisher on 
the house, making it look like a boy in a man's 
hat. However, there it was, and being about the 
centre of the town, there was no doubt about its 
being the head inn, even if Tom's friend with the 
ladder had not proclaimed it. 

He did more, he rang the bell for the ostler. 

There is no saying, if our friend was advertising 
in "Grandmama," the Sunday Times, or any of 
the matrimonial mediums of communication, what 
compliments he might pay to his person, but in 
this bit of confidence with our numerous readers, 
we don't care admitting that it isn't everybody that 
takes Tom for a gentleman. 

So on this occasion Sam Beer, the ostler, answered 
the summons in a way that plainly showed he 
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thought our traveller and he were about equals — 
at least would be, if the latter had his Sunday 
clothes on, instead of a pair of rotten-looking . fus- 
tian trousers, a tattered waistcoat, and a very dirty 
shirt. Top-boots having about devolved entirely 
upon fox-hunters and servants, a man perhaps 
may be excused not knowing "which is which," 
without the red coat ; at all events, Tom consoled 
himself with that supposition. 

" Stop all night ! " said Sam, laying hold of the 
reins, as Tom rode under the wretched low arch- 
way (filled with unwashed gigs, empty barrels and 
hens) leading into the close contracted passage of 
a stable-yard. 

" Yes," replied Tom, adding, " You've room I 
suppose?" 

" Plenty of room ! " replied the man ; and truly 
when Tom lighted on a veteran dung heap at one 
stable door, and saw the broken panes and gaping 
deals of the other, he didn't wonder at it; and he 
almost wished he'd brought Sleekpow, when he 
saw the place, as well to relieve him from the 
trouble of superintendence, as to teach Sleekpow 
not to grumble unnecessarily in future. 

Having loosened the saddle-bags and chucked 
them over on the far side, in the way that guards 
and other disinterested parties deal with luggage, 
Beer gave Tom the mare to hold, while he slunk 
into the kitchen in search of a candle. 

After two unsuccessful attempts to bring it past 
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the draught of the gateway in his hands, he had 
recourse to an old hat, and at last succeeded in 
planting it triumphantly against the wall in a 
holder formed of its own grease. 

He then led. in the old mare, and commenced 
the usual chilling, temper-trying, fistling and fum- 
bling of the slovenly slatternly stableman. 

We have often thought, when at places of this 
sort, of Nimrod's account of the metamorphose — a 
pair of boot-trees turning out of his buggy, effected 
in the manners of the landlord and servants of 
an inn he drove up to in Scotland — Kelso, we 
think, — during his " Northern tour," and the 
tip of a scarlet coat-lap peeping out of the comer 
of the saddle-bags, which we omitted to mention, 
were taken into the kitchen when Beer went for 
the candle, operated similarly in Tom Scott's fa- 
vour. 

Cornelius Cake, the landlord, having been a gen- 
tleman's servant — ^ a baronefs we should say — 
butler to Sir Digby Goldtrap, whose arms his house 
bears, thought himself a judge of gentlemen ; and, 
being struck with the cloth, came into the stable to 
see who had brought it. 

Tom saw as plainly as if Cake said it, that he 
was bothered with his appearance, not knowing 
whether he was master or man. 

He glanced first at Tom's boots, then at his 
bottle-green cut-away, with bright buttons, and 
having carried his observations up to his hat, 
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without having come to a satisfactory conclusion, 
he turned his attention to the old mare. 

" Nice nag you've got there," said Cake, in a 
careless sort of way — " could hunt a little, I should 
think, that nag." 

" A good dml^^ replied Tom, adding, " that's just 
what I keep her for." 

"Indeed!" replied Cake, with a ^ touch of his 
h^t, and a low bow. 

" I want to see the Stout-as-steel hounds to- 
morrow — ^how far is the Bridge of Bevis Mount 
from here?" 

" Bridge of Bevis Mount — Bridge of Bevis 
Mount," muttered Cake quickly, as if he knew the 
place so well that he quite forgot it. " How far 
is the bridge of Bevis Mount from here. Beer?" asked 
he of the ostler. 

" Bevis M-o-u-n-t, Bevis M-o-u-n-t," drawled the 
dawdler; "Bevis M-o-u-n-t?" repeated he — 
" W-h-o-y, it 'ill be up 'mong hills, 1-o-i-k-e, away 
by Gussingen," wagging a hand in the air as if 
pointing to it. 

"Ah, I know," replied Tom, walking away in 
search of the saddler. 

Ha^ng found that functionary, and learned all 
about it, he was presently stamping the cold, slaty 
mud off his boots in the door- way, beneath the 
blazing sign of the Gold trap Arms. 

" This way. Sir, if you please," exclaimed Cor- 
nelius Cake, rushing out of the little back parlour 
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commanding a view of the entrance, throwing open 
the black door of the little parlour on the right, in 
whose pittance of a grate smoked and spluttered 
some white-ashed, slaty-looking coals. 

Though the best room, it was small and low, 
papered with a tasteless, repulsive-looking, dark- 
green paper, carried half way down the wall, the 
part below tl\)B skirting-board being whitewashed. 
We sometimes see papers so hideously ugly as to 
look as if they had been made for a premium. 

On the wall opposite the windows, and above 
the wooden mantel-piece, which latter was decorated 
with paper fans, spars, card-racks, china poodles, 
and other dust-catching articles, were portraits of 
Tom's host and hostess — Cornelius and Mrs. Cake. 

They were evidently by the same hand, most 
likely acquired in the usual way of inn portraiture, 
— some travelling artist painting out his bill. On 
no other supposition can we account for the wonder- 
ful tendency publicans have to " run to portrait." 

How hard, and cold, and solemn, and vulgarly 
like himself, Cornelius looked down upon Tom from 
his gilt frame. 

When he brought in candles, he had brushed up 
his hair to the picture point, and arrayed himself 
in the snuff-coloured coat with the velvet collar 
and black waistcoat of the portrait* He only 
wanted the amplified neckcloth, with the butterfly 
brooch, and red cord watchguard, to be perfect. 

" I should like to have some dinner," said Tom, 
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after Cake had deposited the candles, and let down 
the scant drab window-curtains, trimmed with red 
gimp. 

"What would you like, sir?" inquired Cake, 
with the air of a Lord Mayor^s cook. 

" What have you in the house ? " replied Tom, 
anticipating the usual variety — mutton chop, beef 
steak — beefsteak, mutton-chop. 

" There's soup, sir ; mutton broth, at least. Fish 
— fish, sir, I'm afraid 's not very fresh — not what 
I could recommend. You could have a fowl or a 
duck, and a nice little French dish to follow." 

" French dish ! " exclaimed Tom, as the Dawdle 
Court banquet, and Louis Philippe night-mare 
flashed across his mind. " French dish ! what, you 
haven't a French cook, have you ? " 

" My lady 's a Frenchwoman," replied Cake, speak- 
ing of her in the true Debrett style ; ," my lady 's 
a Frenchwoman ; " as if that was enough to con- 
stitute a cook. The fact was, Cornelius had been 
butler, and Madame Cake lady's maid to Sir 
Digby and Lady Goldtrap, and — but our readers 
will anticipate the rest. 

" Well ; I'll have the broth, and a fowl, and a 
French dish to follow," said Tom. 

" Any sweets ? " inquired Cake ; " Sir Digby 
always took sweets." 

'' Yes ; you may let me have a nice little French 
dish of sweets, too," replied Tom. So saying, Cake 
departed to execute the order. 



130. THE GOLDTBAJ? ARMS. 

Tom had revisited the stable, fed the mare, seen 
his bedroom, opened the window, drawn the 
stuffy blue check curtains, stared up the street, 
examined the portrait of Madame Cake, and thought 
how the light, tasteful spirit of French elegance 
must have shuddered at the harsh matter-of-fact- 
looking cap and brown silk gown in which she was 
daubed, ere the bump of the tray against the weak 
door announced that it was about time to take 
his seat: — the oaths at a dinner of this sort are fre- 
quently taken after. 

Having deposited the little basin of mutton broth 
before Tom, Cake, with a napkin-covered thumb, 
lifted the little delf lid off with the flourish of a 
man uncovering a glittering tureen of many hun- 
dred ounces weight. 

*' What wine will you please to take, sir ? " asked 
he, giving the hock glass a push against the other 
two to draw Tom's attention to their presence. 

It 's a fearful thing when a man's consequence 
entails a variety of wine-glasses upon him at an 
inn. 

Had Tom brought Sleekpow, he would have at- 
tributed the misfortune to him, concluding he had 
been telling where they had come from. As it 
was, he was obliged to put it down to the superior 
refinement of his host over himself. Indeed, we 
know men who keep servants to teach them what 
they ought to do. 

Tom wouldn't give twopence a gallon for hock, 
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SO he humbly replied that he'd take a pint of 
sherry. 

"Some of Sir Digby, I s'pose, sir," replied 
Cake. 

" Of course," said Tom ; and away he went for 
the liquid. 

The mutton broth, or pot barley and water, was 
execrable ; and Tom had dropped the spoon jn the 
plate in despair ere Cake came back rubbing a 
tiny decanter with a napkin. 

" You'll find this very fine wine, sir," said he, 
holding it up to the candle, and smacking his lips 
as though it were most luscious. 

He then helped Tom to three quarters of a 
glass. 

" Sir Digby always calls this my golden par- 
ticular," added he, setting it down. 

A bad dinner and a loquacious waiter are evils 
that no man can stand jointly ; so Tom intimated, 
by a lateral motion of the spoon in the plate, that 
he was ready for the " follow," as they say at the 
Cliibs. This was old Cock-a-doodle-doo I 

If possible, it was worse than the broth, being 
black, and hard, and dry, and tough, — a very old 
chanticleer indeed. 

Cake saw it wouldn't do, and proposed making 
a grill of it. " Sir Digby was very fond of grills,"^ 
said he, as if that was enough. 

Tom didn't care much about it, having an eye 
to the nice little French dish that was to follow ; 
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BO he said, ** Perhaps you may as well bring in 
the next dish?" 

"Certainly, sir," replied Cake, whisking away 
both fowl and plate. 

The precipitancy of the remove made a gap in 
the series, and left Tom a little time to speculate 
on the next " follow." 

He;wondered what it would be, — ** Blanquette de 
veau aux champignons^'^ " Cbti de Bceuf h la Bonne 
Femme^'' or perhaps game dressed in some peculiar 
yr^Lj^^^^ Escalopes de ChevreuUj*^ or ^^Faisan d, la 
P^egueux.^^ 

*' One wouldn't expect French cookery in a house 
of this sort," observed he, looking at the most 
perfect public-house appearance of the little par- 
lour and its appurtenances ; but there 's no saying 
what one may meet with in this world. 
. Just then somebody threw open the door, and 
in rushed Cake with a round vegetable dish, en- 
circled in a napkin, clasped in both hands. 

This he set, down with, a noise betokening the 
most perfect confidence in its contents. 

" Hot plate 1 iot plate ! " exclaimed he, as if a 
moment's delay might be fatal to the feast. 

He lifted the lid, and, lo ! four great fat, greasy 
mutton chops, slightly sprinkled over with bread, 
appeared. 
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CHAP. VII. 

THE GOLDTBAP ARMS; OR, TROTTING HIM OUT. 

Used as our friend Tom Scott is to the solitude 
of his own chair, still there was such an utter 
unhomishness in the solitude of the Goldtrap Arms^ 
that he could not compose himself to his accus- 
tomed nap after dinner. He was so vexed with 
the nice little French dish, and also with a great 
Yorkshire pudding of an omelette that followed^ 
that he would not listen to his host's advice about 
a bottle of curious old port, that '^ Sir Digby 
greatly commended." He therefore had some hot 
water and sugar, and took his revenge on the bad 
sherry by making it into negus before Cake's face ; 
— the most practical reproof that can be given 
an innkeeper. 

The musical cuckoo clock struck seven as the 
hot water came in, hinting by its provoking mo- 
notony what a long weary evening it would be. 

Who would keep a cuckoo clock that didn't wish 
to be driven mad ? 

This was the slowest, prosiest, most unlike a 
cuckoo, cuckoo clock that ever was hedrd. It did 
not seem to travel above four miles an hour: First 

K 3 
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it began with a shivering sort of jingle among the 
works as if they were all loose together, and were 
in a devil of a hurry to be off ; then came a jingling 
tune, followed by a clap caused by the opening of 
the wooden shutters, through which the stupid 
bird emerged on to its board, shouldering its 
wings, and beginning " Cuckoo ! '' " Cuckoo ! " 
"Cuckoo!" "Cuckoo!" at intervals of a couple 
of seconds ; so that what with the tune, the noise, 
the notes, and the striking, the clock was scarcely 
ever quiet, — a perfect nuisance. 

Finding he couldn't sleep, Tom began to exercise 
himself about the little room. Below the portrait 
of Mr. Cake hung some book-shelves, containing 
the usual miscellaneous selection, or rather col- 
lection, of an inn library — three old copies of 
" Boyle's Court Guide," " Drysdale's Sermons," 
many numbers of the " World of Fashion," a 
monthly magazine of the courts of London and 
Paris, " Le Cuisinier Royal, ou, TArt de Faire la 
Cuisine," " History of New York," " The Courser's 
Companion," two volumes of the " Gentleman's 
Magazine," a well-thumbed " Baronetage," and an 
old " Post Office Directory." 

" What dissatisfied mortals men are, to be sure," 
mused Tom. " Last night, and the night before, I 
was grumbling and growling (to myself) at the 
bother of company, and the long-winded stories and 
hunting eloquence of my noble host, whereas to-night 
I am fit to cut my throat for want of somebody 
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to speak to. What creatures of impulse we are, 
too," continued he, ac^usting himself in an uneasy 
easy chair before the fire, and cocking a foot on 
each hob. Only last Saturday I fully determined 
to go over to Snailswell, and make the long-delayed 
offer to Liddey, instead of which I am first tempted 
to Dawdle Court, and now, of my own voluntary 
free will, have come on this wild-goose chase to 
Sludgington, to be bored with the monotony of 
a cuckoo clock, and wearied with the hum, pipe' 
tapping, and distant jollification of the kitchen 
guests. Oh, this hunting J this hunting! what a 
deal it has to answer for. It is odd" (continued 
he) " what a vast of idleness one can stand at home, 
and yet how oppressive it is away. At home, I 
just chuck myself into the easy chair after dinner, 
and fall into a reverie, a hunting, a draining, or a 
castle-building speculation, as naturally and easily 
as possible ; whereas here I can neither compose 
myself to sleep, nor to dream, nor to do anything. 
If I thought yon repulsive, clotted-looking ink- 
stand had anything but a black bog of ink in it, 
and a stumped pen, split up to the feather, I'd 
take a letter-back and concoct an offer to Lydia" 
(continued he) ; " but who ever found both a pen 
and ink in an inn inkstand that would write?" 
Strange to say, curiosity tempted him to get up and 
examine this stand, and finding that a veterinary 
surgeon might pass the pen, and that a few drops 
pf sherry would revive the ink, Tom devoted that 
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quantity of drink to it, and was presently in pos- 
session of very "go-able" materials. 

Our fair readers will doubtless now be anxious 
for the offer produced under such inspiriting cir- 
cumstances ; but, alas ! for the mutability of a 
sportsman's intentions ! In sorting his letter-backs, 
he pulled out the one containing Lord Lazytongs* 
invitation, which operated like the make-believe 
pills of the doctors on people who have. nothing 
the matter with. them. Finding he had got some- 
thing to do, he forthwith began trjdng to shirk it, 
and, resuming his seat before the fire, with one 
leg up and the other down, returned to the visit 
at Dawdle Court, recalling the flow of words that 
proceeded from his noble host's lips, and all the 
wonderful performances he narrated. Then Tom 
thought how needless an appendage such a man as 
Captain Windeyhash was to his lordship, who was 
so well able to run himself out ; and at last his 
thoughts settled into the channel, that at slower 
or at faster intervals produced the following cur- 
rent of ideas: — 

"Trot him out," thought Tom; ay, that's a 
proceeding adapted to bipeds as well as quad- 
rupeds. " Trot him out again, Joe ! " that's to 
say, show him off, and see if you can't catch a flat* 
There is just the same sort of thing among Chris- 
tians, and whether it is done in the palpable way 
of the horse exhibitor, or the apparently natural 
though oftentimes studiously arranged impromptu^ 
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depends altogether on the skill of the one party 
and the docility of the other." 

And here, leaving our friend in his arm chair for 
a few minutes, we may say that we " back " the 
observation. "Trotting him out" is a very common 
recreation ; and though it requires the fine and de- 
licate hand of the fly-fisher, yet we frequently see 
it attempted by the clumsy fist of the mere dredger. 
In truth, the office of " trotter-out " requires a 
considerable amount of skill, knowledge, and ob- 
servation ; tact in drawing stealthily on the line 
of the joke or story, apprising the individual with- 
out preparing the party, knowledge of the humour, 
we might say the caprices, of the " trottee," and 
observation of the time most appropriate for intro- 
ducing the subject. What can be worse than a 
sulky " snub" instead of a " rise," or a still-bom 
joke shattering itself among a cast-iron-faced com- 
pany ? Poor old Mathews used to say that if he 
came on to the stage and saw his friend L — d — 's 
imperturbable features, and great silver- rimmed 
spectacles fixed upon him, it was such a damper 
that he could hardly raise his spirits to go on with 
his "At Home." 

There are two ways of trotting a man out, 
just as there are two ways of trotting a horse 
out. There is the trot to display, and the trot 
to expose. We don't know that many men ob- 
ject to being trotted out for admiration, provided 
the case is not too palpable, or the audience one 



< 



138 TH£ GOLDTBAP ARliS ; OR, 

before whom the " trottee" has too recently ap' 
peared. The "trot-out" to expose is seldom 
undertaken by any but ill-natured fools, fellows 
with gumption enough to see, but not charity 
enough to help, the amiable weaknesses of the 
world, — fellows who say, " See how I'll trot old 
Goodfellow out after dinner;" and because the 
kind, meek old man doesn't kick them, they fancy 
he doesn't see what they are after. We have all 
some pet story or other that we like telling, and 
are we to be branded as "twaddlers" because 
some gentleman has heard us tell it before ? The 
fault is his for being present again, not ours for 
telling it. 

This, -of course, applies to natural, appropriate, 
impromptu stories, not to your " lug-him-in-neck- 
and-heels" sort of jokes. These latter fall more 
in the department of the regular professional, or 
licensed trotter-out. 

A regular licensed trotter-out should keep a day- 
book, and enter the performances of his Magnus 
Apollo, registering the stories he tells, the jokes he 
uses, how they were brought out, and the audience 
before whom he appeared, so that he may not " trot 
him out " before the same parties again too soon. A 
story, like a fox-cover, should be allowed a certain 
rest before it is disturbed again. In this respect a 
town trotter-out has a great advantage over a 
country one, for, with the large and varied field of 
the metropolis, the same story may be come upon 
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or trotted out very often without running the risk 
of falling into that dreadful wet blanket, a dead 
silence, an, ^'I think I've heard that before" — 
or the still more bearish and un-feeling " That's 
meant for wit, is it?" 

What can be more chilling than a set of hard, 
dry, matter-of-fact features, contracting into a 
sneer instead of a snort at a joke? Blessings 
on the man, say we, who will help a lame dog 
of a story over a style with a laugh. We. can 
forgive anything in furtherance of fun, except 
the petty larcenist who sells another's jokes or 
stories, and murders them in the telling. Sil^ 
vester Blubberhead is a great hand at this. Most 
families keep a sort of • first and second class com- 
pany, into which bachelors are thrust indiscrimi- 
nately, just as it suits the convenience of the table ; 
but Blubberhead, tying a better neckcloth, if any- 
thing, than our funny friend Tom Spar]£s, and 
wearing both studs and rings, has rather the " call" 
of him, as they say at the " corner," and Tom fre- 
quently follows in the second class train, picking 
up the scraps and remnants of his own good stories, 
just like a cook after a crockery crash. 

Blubberhead, however, comes more under the 
denomination of a pros^r or a twaddler than a trotter- 
out. Joe Slowman may be classed under the same 
head. Joe will swear a man to a secret that he 
swore him to twelve months before, and that most 
likely a secret not worth knowing. 
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Still " trotting out" is worthy of cultivation as 
a liberal science, and is capable of utilitarian as 
well as of mirthful application. For instance, a 
host and hostess at either end of a long table, with 
a Bimham Wood of an epergne or a round of ship 
beef between them, screening not only themselves 
but shutting out half the company from a know- 
ledge of what their respective " pieces of resist- 
ance" are, may usefully trot each other out thus : — 

Mr. Blowout " What have you got there, my 
love?" 

Mrs. Blowout. *' Ten Chickens and a tongue, 
my dear. What have you down there ?" 

Mr. Blowout. " Round of beef, my love." 

So champagne " stinters'* might invent a " trot 
out" instead of that horrible holding of the 
bottle to the light : but that being an unworthy 
application of the art, we shall leave them to con- - 
trive a form for themselves. 

Trotters-out for admiration are generally kind, 
obliging sort of people. With no great talents 
themselves, or perhaps with an over modest es- 
timate of what they have, they yet lend them- 
selves to the amusement of society, by showing off 
others who they think have more. Those who are 
in the secret may see a professed trotter-out 
" touting," as it were, for a story, laying the bait, 
during the progress of the soup, that is to bring 
in the rich "guffaw" of a laugh after the first glass 
of champagne. London party-givers understand 
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the doctrine of "trotting out" so well that they 
never think of separating a joker and his accou* 
cheur. Indeed, the professed punster wouldn't 
stand it. Have me, have my friend, Orlando Burst- 
sides. 

It is derogatory to a wit to act the part of a 
retriever. 

We have seen this sort of cut-and-dried trotting 
out attempted in the country, but it is not adapted 
for general use, and this reminds us that we are 
taking — if not the words out of Tom's mouth — 
at all events the thoughts out of his head, who the 
obliging reader will have the kindness to consider 
as still dozing in his arm-chair, with much the 
same thoughts passing through his head that we 
have been detailing. 

The most flagrant case of premeditated " trotting- 
out" I ever witnessed, thought Tom, beginning to 
grapple with particulars, was that of poor Jerry 
Goldfinch, of Bumpkin Lodge. Jerry had the 
vanity to marry the daughter of a dilapidated ba- 
ronet, and having nothing but her pedigree to 
regale on, she is extremely tenacious of main- 
taining her dignity ; and awful are the rages she 
used to get into when her claims were not recognised 
and allowed. When she first came into the county 
she spoilt two or three dinner parties by declaring 
- she had the cramp in her stomach when she was 
not taken out first, and monopolised all the hot 
plates to apply them to it, instead of letting people 
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get their victuals upon them. All this, of course, 
was visited on poor Jerry's head vhen he got 
home. "Poor spiritless wretch, to see his wife 
used so ;" "not fit to be called a man," and so on. 
By-and-by, Jerry, who had been bred to the bar, 
started what he would call a " beautiful fiction," a 
sort of "leader of the gallop," or "trotter-out." 
This was a sneaking, grinning, wriggling, old 
bachelor, of the name of Rufus Slackbags, who 
goes the round of country parties just as an organ- 
grinder's hat goes the round of street ones. The 
following was their mode of proceeding ; it is much 
in the style of the old thimble-riggers: — 

The company being assembled, Jerry and Slack- 
bags would get together in the thick of the covey, 
and start a controversy respecting the date of some 
real or imaginary baronetage, which Jerry would 
carry on in the loud argumentative style so dis- 
tinctive of the lower order of the bar; while 
Slackbags, on his part, maintained his position with 
a greater degree of tenacity than is usually shoAvn 
by gentlemen fishing for dinners. " He would say, 
that Sir Mark was a baronet of yesterday, a ba- 
ronet of yesterday — yes, a baronet of yesterday ; " 
speaking as if hQ held new baronets in the utmost 
contempt. Cunning Jerry would then take the 
other side, and maintain the antiquity of the title ; 
and so they would wrangle and battle on till they 
got general attention drawn to themselves, — a thing 
not at all difficult to do, just before dinner, espe- 
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cially in the country. " Well, but my good friend," 
Jerry would rejoin, sotto voce, as if his delicacy rather 
made him shy of proclaiming it before company, — 
" well, but my good friend," he would repeat, his 
voice rising as he saw the plot ripen, " I know you 
are wrong, and I'll tell you why. In the first place," 
continued he, applying the forefinger of his right 
hand with a flourish to the palm of his left — "in 
the first place, I married the daughter of a 
BARONET. My wife, Mrs. Goo-o-o-oldfinch," — for he 
puts no end of o's in, — " my wife, Mrs. Goo-o-o-old- 
finch, is the sixth daughter of Sir Martin Moon- 
shine, OF Sunbeam-court, in Somersetshire, and " 
— " Please, sir, dinner's sarvedT exclaims old Ber- 
lins, throwing open the door ; and away goes the 
happy, smiling, smirking, Mrs. Goldfinch, with the 
host, minus the cramp in her stomach. 

I'm sure, thought Tom, draining his tumbler of 
negus, I saw that " cross " come off half-a-dozen 
times, tiU Mrs. Goldfinch got her precedence fairly 
established. 

The greatest " sell " I ever heard in the way of 
a " trot-out," continued Tom, as he brewed him- 
self another, was that by my old friend Mr. 
Trumper, of Jollyrise, of the great Mr. Tarquihius 
Muff, of Muff HaU. Trumper doesn't like Muff- 
never did, indeed. Long before Tarquinius hallooed 
him on to the fresh hare, and insulted his harriers 
by calling them beagles (or beggles, as Trumper 
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pronounces it), he used to fight shy, and talk of 
him as " that man MufF," " Noodle Muff," and 
so on. 

Somehow, Muff doesn't see it, or doesn't fancy 
it possible for any one to be insensible of the im- 
portance of his acquaintance, and he patronises 
Trumper extensively. He thought to show him 
off to his friend Major Tinhead, of Blocksby at 
the last meeting of the Stumpwicket Cricket Club. 

At the previous meeting Mr. Trumper had been 
discussing the merits of Mr. Neville's and the 
Teardevil countries, when he entered into a very 
long and interesting discussion, showing how by 
the omission of certain great woodlands in one, and 
the drainage of certain great tracts in the other, an 
excellent cduntry might be formed of the two ; to 
all of which " Muff" said " ditto," as though most 
thoroughly appreciating and approving the doctrine. 
Trumper then favoured us with some of his " hunt- 
ing reminiscences," — what he did long, long ago, 
much in the style of Nimrod's popular work of 
that name ; and altogether the party spent a most 
agreeable and instructive evening, as the newspaper 
reporters would say. Well, the next meeting being 
the last, and consequently the best, each member 
had the privilege of feeding a friend, and the 
strangers being placed next their hosts in the seats 
of honour at the top of the table, our thinker sported 
Trumper, and Tarquinius brought Tinhead, the 
couples sitting opposite each other. 
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Tarquinius having " wined " with Mr. Trumper, 
and done all that a gentleman in diamond studs 
could be expected to do by an old drab-breeched 
farmer, tried to trot him out during dinner, be- 
ginning with the subject that had brought him 
out before. Trumper kept snorting and tucking 
in his dinner, giving monosyllabic answers and 
most likely angry looks, varied occasionally by 
a kick of Tom's shins under the table, just as if 
he were spurring a horse to get away from a 
humbug out hunting. Tarquinius, however, was 
too dense to see any thing of the sort, and attri- 
buted Trumper's indiflference to devotion to his 
dinner; and after the usual loyal and patriotic 
toasts had gone the rounds, and the tight-lacedness 
of eloquence had dissolved into the freedom of a 
circle round the fire, MuflF began again before the 
now diminished audience. Never was such a man 
set to tickle a trout as Muff ! His action was just 
like the ungainly gambol of a cow compared to 
the smooth glide of the race-horse* Instead of 
getting something fresh and 'ticeing him up another 
stream, he tried the old bait that Trumper had 
already refused to nibble at. He went out of his 
way in the most forced, self-evident manner, and 
interrupted an argument on draining to lug in that 
of hunting. And he would have it in, too, despite 
the efforts of the Rev. Timothy Goodman, the 
chaplain pf the Goose and Dumpling Hunt, who, 
seeing the perplexity of his great patron, tried 
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hard to restore the current of conversation to its 
former channel. 

" Don't you think, Mr. Trumper," asked Tar- 
quinius, appealing directly to our friend, " that 
Neverbreak woods are a great drawback to Mr. 
Neville's country ? " 

" Well, but if a two-foot drain will carry," in- 
terposed Goodman. 

" At all events, don't you think we could easily 
afford to give them to the ? " 

" The Elkington system of draining," again in- 
terposed the parson. 

" Well, but now there's no man knows more 
about hunting or the country than you do, Mr. 
Trumper," observed Muff, throwing out an arm, 
and raising his voice high above that of the chap- 
lain, " and I'm sure there's no one whose opinion 
we all respect more : might I ask now, for the sake 
of information, what is your opinion of the general 
character of this country as a hunting one ?" 

That was a point-blank question, and put so 
forcibly and publicly that Muff hugged himself at 
having at length pinned him, and thought how his 
promise to Tinhead of trotting out Trumper was 
about to be fulfilled. He was, however, reckoning 
without his host. Trumper, who had had recourse 
to a pipe by way of parrjdng Muff's importunities, 
sat some seconds after the question was put, with 
his keen eye glistening, and a smile on his coun* 
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tenance, which Tarquinius construed into an ar- 
rangement of thoughts, and expected the same 
extensive observation and luminous discussion he 
had listened to before, showing how the Grassmere 
vale was very fine, and the Koxley Hills very 
heavy, and the Tew Woods very troublesome, and 
so on, all of which he thought would impress Tin- 
head with a due sense of his (Muff's) great import- 
ance as a sporting character. 

Instead of this Trumper sat " whif^ whif^ whiffing ^^^ 
until silence could no longer be maintained without 
rudeness, when knocking the top ashes out of his 
pipe on the hob, as if he were going to begin, he 
looked Muff in the face, and uttered these words, 
" Think of the country — arle hog I " amid the out- 
rageous laughter of the party. 

" And yet Trumper will trot when he*s properly 
handled," mused our friend Tom, still sipping at 
the tumbler. 

" A great deal," continued he, " depends on the 
skill of the leader in the matter of a trot out. A 
man will trot quite freely with one person and yet 
be perfectly restive in the hands of another. Nay, 
I have seen men trot themselves out who would 
" shut up " directly if the trot was attempted by 
another. Trumper may be quoted as an instance of 
this sort- He has a joke that has laughed off half 
the waistcoat strings in the country, which he lies 
in ambush for with the most perfect malice prepense 

J. 2 
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that ever was witnessed. It is the chorus o£ a 
hunting song, not the old — 

^ There's nothing cak compare 
To hunting of the hare ! " 

but a regular ballad, built by the local bard of the 
country in honour and glory of Trumper himself, 
descriptive of his superlative qualities, his keenness 
— his gameness — the worth of his hounds, with the 
usual flourish about his love of the poor and all 
that sort of thing, the chorus of which is — 

** May Tramper live a thousand years, a thousand years, 
May Trumper live a thousand years, 
And I be there to see." 

This is the stock song of a certain set in our 
country ; the farmers sing it, the ale-houses roar 
with it — it comes belching out of the beer-shop 
doors — the clods hum it at the smithy, and alto- 
gether it is just as well known as the cross in the 
market-place. If I have* heard it sung once in 
Trumper's presence, I have heard it sung fifty times, 
and have often wished for the pencil of Thack- 
eray to sketch the delightful complacency with 
which he sits listening to all the handsome things 
that are said of him. But richer far is the twinkle 
of his eye and the sly chuckle of his face as he pre- 
pares to let off the well-accustomed joke. It is a 
fine piece of acting. The first time over he merely 
puts on a wise face and cocks his ear as if surprised 
at the proposition, and considering whether, if he is 
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to take a lease certain, he may not as well ask for 
twelve or fifteen hundred years. Then he listens 
while the song recites the stoutness of his horses 
and the mettle of his hounds, when he begins fidget- 
ing his great patent cords about in the arm-chair, 
as if unable to sustain the idea of separating from 
the darlings at any time; but when the chorus 
again bursts forth, limiting him to a paltry 

" Thousand teaks," 

his feelings quite overcome him, and starting from 
his seat, he exclaims at the top of his voice, 

" I don't like to be stinted 1 *• 

amidst the uproarious plaudits of the delighted 
company. Hooray ! hooray ! hooray ! hooray ! 
Keader ! what say you to " One cheer more for old 
Trumper ! " Hooray ! 

** Confound it," continued Tom, rousing up with 
the excitement produced by this last recollection, 
" I'll be hanged if I won't put these thoughts 
upon paper — make an article for Bell's Life, the 
Quarterly Review, or some of the periodicals." 
So saying, he snuffed the thick-wicked cauliflower- 
headed candles, stirred the fire, arranged his 
paper, and when he had got all ready he found 
his thoughts had taken flight and he could not 
catch any of them* 

He therefore went to bed instead. 
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CHAP- vni. 

THE 8TOUT-1.S-8TEEL HOUNDS. 

People who fancy all the dirt and discomfits of life 
are centered in large towns, have only to visit the 
small one of Sludgington to satisfy themselves of 
their error. One would think that a place through 
which a two-horse coach can tjarely pay its way 
thrice a week, would be tolerably free from the 
noise and din of bustling places; but not even 
the "White Horse" in Fetter-lane, or the old 
" Bull and Mouth," in their noisiest, dirtiest, most 
coaching times, could surpass the disquiet of the 
Goldtrap Arms. Long before daylight Mr. Scott 
was aroused by the roll of carts, and the most 
unearthly yells proceeding from the drivers to their 
horses; a sort of guttural sound, that seemed to 
come up from their very stomachs, much like what 
one hears aboard a steam packet. Having once 
commenced, the nuisance was repeated every half 
hour or so, either at the front or the side of the 
house, both of which passages his bedroom com- 
manded, until it seemed as if all the carts in the 
world were grinding about the Goldtrap Arms. 
Sleep with such a noise was impossible, even if his 
old friend the cuckoo clock, had not kept jingling, 
clattering, and chiming, in the intervals unoccupied 
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by the carters. He was curious to see what could 
cause such commotion, and availed himself of the 
first dawn of day to look out of the window to 
see what sort of a morning it was, and look what 
the carts were loaded with. Of course they then 
suspended operations for a time ; and having tired 
of staring at the closed shutters of the chemist's 
opposite, and the sign of " Isabella Jenkins, licensed 
dealer in tea, coflFee, tobacco and snuff," at the side, 
he again crept into bed, thinking the transit was 
past, and he might yet sleep off the head-achey 
discomfits of the night. No such thing, however. 
Just as he was dropping into a doze, jingle^ jingle, 
jingle, went the works of the old cuckoo clock, 
bang flew the doors, out pounced the bird, and 
cuckoo I cuckoo ! cuckoo ! sounded with the most 
provokingiy prolonged monotony. When it ceased, 
two cats on the top of Isabella Jenkin's house com- 
menced a serenade that was enough to disturb the 
whole town. 

" Flesh and blood can't stand this ! " cried Tom., 
turning deliberately out of bed and groping for 
his razor. " Til abate two nuisances at once;" so, 
stealing quietly on to the staircase where the clock 
was, he very soon returned with its weights in 
his hand, leaving the cuckoo to flounder itself down 
at its leisure. 

Up then went the window, and bangl hang! 
went the weights at the cats, causing them to start 
in the midst of a most uproarious frolic, and run 
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helter skelter over the pantiles in contrary direc- 
tions. 

Singular as it may seem, notwithstanding the 
constant noise the thing kept up in the house, 
neither Cake nor Madame missed it ; at least Scott 
heard nothing about it, and the house is too small 
to allow of any commotion without it being heard 
"all over." He heard no observation about the 
cuckoo clock having suspended payment — ^no sudden 
exclamation, "Law me! whafs got the cuckoo 
clock weights ;" nothing, in fact, to indicate anything 
" out of the common." Nor was there anything 
in the bill, though it had almost every imaginable 
item printed, from pipes ^ndbaccey down to ginger 
beer. 

When one gets into a place, how it magnifies, 
and how one feels part and parcel of it ! Though 
there never was a more contemptible place than 
Sludgington, stiU, like a vapouring bully, it had 
forced itself into something like importance; and it 
was only when three or four strides of the old 
mare took Scott clean out of it up the road towards 
the hills, that he was satisfied what a regular 
" cock-o'-my-thumb " place it was. 

How beautiful everything looked — magnificent, 
we might say, — the noble mountains, in all their 
pure and placid grandeur, swelling over each other 
till the snow-clad points of the highest seemed to 
touch the very sky. The goats and sheep browsing 
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on the sides looked like mere specks ; while the 
bells of the cattle lower down kept up a lively 
jingle, as each motion in feeding set them agoing. 
The road was well calculated for showing off the 
scenery; now winding round the hiU bases, now 
past some stupendous steep, with naught but stunted 
trees starving in the rocky desolation around ; now 
skirting some gentle slope up which the plough had 
ventured as high as the depth of soil would carry ; 
now past some wooded dell at the base of adjoining 
hills, down whose rugged course the mountain 
torrent flowed in gentle, sparkling streams. AU 
about was so pure and healthy — such a contrast 
to little cramped Sludgington. The white farm- 
houses, the rose-twined, heq,ther-thatched cottages, 
the rustic bridges, the very rustics themselves, all 
had a clean wholesome look, far different to the 
frowsy ostler and people Scott had left at the Gold- 
trap Arms. The incompatibility — to make use of 
a fine term — of combining real romantic scenery 
with first-rate hunting, is, perhaps, the only draw- 
back to the chase, and certainly the two have 
hitherto been denied to all countries we have seen. 
Those wags of all wags, " the Warwickshire wags," 
as the song calls them, used to boast of the pic- 
turesque beauties of their "shire;" and "pictu- 
resque " is a very proper term to apply to them, 
being chiefly of the tame tractable order suited to a 
picture — beauties that look better in a picture 
perhaps than in reality. But the grand mountain 
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scenery of the Welsh side of our island, where the 
sagacious reader will of course see our friend's 
travels lie, defies the power of the artist; and 
however good their pictures may be for recalling 
the scene, they fail of conveying an idea of the 
bold realities of the land to parties who have not 
been there. 

But we are turning artist instead of sticking to 
our text — the Stout-as-Steel Hounds. Scott had 
penetrated some five or six miles (according 
to time, for they don't sport milestones) into the 
bowels of the mountains ere he saw any indication 
of hunting. Having pulled up at a cross road a 
little beyond a small row of white cottages, to 
try and decipher a wasjied-out finger-post, a halloo 
and a waive of a hand to the lefk from a man that 
Scott's red coat had brought to the door, put him 
on the right line ; and presently Scott saw his guide 
take the same direction by the fields, followed by a 
large black and tan hound, whose deep-mouthed bay- 
ing, as he jumped and frolicked about his master, was 
echoed back by the surrounding hills. After the 
man's politeness in directing him, our friend could 
not do less than court his society ; so he pulled 
up to a pace at which the man would easily over- 
take him. 

He was a stout young fellow dressed in the 
conical hat, red and green embroidered flannel 
jerkin, cord breeches, blue stockings, and laced 
boots of the hill country. 
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" You were going the wrong way," said the man, 
as he overtook Scott. 

" Yes," replied Scott; "how far will it be from 
here?" 

"Not above half an hour," replied the man, 
putting his best leg first. 

"You're taking your dog to assist the hunt, 
then?" said Tom, looking at his black and tan 
comrade. 

" Ay, Muffler, can 't do without Muffler ; can they, 
old man ?" asked he of the hound, clapping him on 
the back in return for the look up he gave on 
hearing his name. "The captain has no dog in 
his pa<5k like Muffler," added the pedestrian. 

"And yet he has some good ones, I suppose ?" 
observed Tom. 

" Ay, but he always sells the best," rejoined 
his companion; "he's o'er fond of money's the 
captain." 

So Tom and his new friend journeyed on in the 
usual unreserved freedom of fox-hunters, the cap- 
tain's character not improving as they went. 

"Yon's the bridge," at last exclaimed Scott's 
companion, as a sudden turn of the road brought 
them full upon the beautiful valley stretching away 
to the foot of the lofty Bevis Mount. The sun was 
lighting and sparkling up the broad expanse of the 
shallow streams, which narrowed about the centre, 
where a low bridge of many arches was thrown. 
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This bridge carries the cross road over the valley, 
from the left hand side of which Mr. Scott's guide 
intimated the hounds would come. 

Already the rough battlements and the green- 
sward at either end of the bridge gave indications 
of the coming sport. Groups of foot people, mostly 
in the costume of Scott's companion, mingled with 
the horsemen, among whom were already a slight 
sprinkling of red coats. 

Tom and his companion were presently among 
them. 

After a fairish wait, " here they come ! here they 
come I ^^ at last burst from a dozen voices, as a 
hound or two in advance emerged from the moun- 
tain pass, followed by a scarlet-coated horseman, 
surrounded by the body of the pack. Nothing 
could be more beautifully picturesque than this 
sudden emergence from an unknown land, as it 
were, — nothing more lively than the gay colours of 
the group contrasting with the sun-bright scenery 
of the mountain pass. 

" But what long ears the horses have !" exclaimed 
our friend Tom as they approached, and a sidelong 
glance showed them flopping about. ^^ Horses I 
great heavens, theyWe mules I " 

And so they were — great, dark, glossy-coated, 
mealy-legged mules. 

^^ Welly J f Ami /"exclaimed our friend. "What 
will Mr. Neville say ! The master and servants of 
the Stout-as-Steel hounds mounted on mules!" 
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The cavalcade advanced at an ambling sort of 
pace, and the whole were presently within scanning 
distance; at least for people with the use of their 
eyes, though half the world should be put under 
" Titmarsh *" to learn how to see things. 

Captain Cashbox, the master, was a distinguished 
officer in the horse marines, and he still retains 
some of the characteristics of that anomalous 
service. 

^^ Avast there ! avast 1 " eitclaimed he, as the hounds 
neared the bridge, and he wanted to turn aside to 
" heave anchor " on the green. 

He was a fierce, square built, chucHe-headed- 
looking little chap, with a coarse black fringe of beard 
all round his face, and the gills of a blue striped shirt 
turned down over a gaping mohair stock, with the 
dickey strings staring out behind. Scott couldn't 
help thinking what an admirable study he would 
have .made for the sign of the Saracen's Head on 
Snow Hill. Though the day was serenely fine, 
scarce a cloud hanging round even the highest 
mountain top, he yet sported a shining glazed hat, 
and had a black oilskin cape tacked on to the brass- 
bound pommel of his saddle. His coat was the old 
uniform one of the hunt in Mr. Squander's time — 
scarlet with dark blue collars and cuffs ; a mixture 
that looks better than it reads, at least the portrait 

* The clever author of a " Journey from Cornhill to Grand 
Cairo^" &c., who saw more in a month than most travellers see 
in a year. 
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Scott had of his cousin in it does not look amiss; 
but how Stultz or Nugee would have laughed at 
the grotesque contortions of the captain's cut. 
Coat, it could hardly be called, it was more like 
one of those respectable, old gentlemanly articles 
of dress called a " spencer," with short square laps 
tacked on. It was plentifully sprinkled with 
buttons, not even omitting some at the bottom of the 
laps ; which would afford great satisfaction to the 
captain's seat when he happened to alight upon 
them of a sudden. He had a boatswain's whistle 
attached by a blue ribbon to a button hole, and 
carried a telescope in a spare stirrup leather across 
his shoulder. His waistcoat was made of seal skin, 
and what little breeches were visible above a pair of 
gaping, green-lined, fishermen's boots, fastened up at 
the side like overalls, appeared to be of canvas or 
unbleached duck. The boots had a miserably harsh, 
hackney-coach-head, lack-lustre look, which was 
unnecessarily heightened by his Britannia metal 
looking spurs, being newly rigged out with patent 
leather straps with broad pads. The mules we 
have already spoken of as fine animals of their 
sort ; while between Enoch, the old huntsman, and 
the hounds, there was a striking similarity of 
appearance. The hounds were of a breed now 
rarely seen, save in hill or mountainous countries, 
being bright-coloured, wiry-haired, rough-muzzled 
animals, combining the power, mettle, and endur- 
ance of the fox-hound, with the hard-bitten perti- 
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nacity of the terrier. Enoch Tiphill was just such 
another looking piece of goods. A little, light, 
wiry, grey.muzzled, keen-visaged old man, looking 
as though you might trundle him down, mule and . 
all, from the top of Bevis Mount, over rocks, crags, 
precipices, and points, without hurting. The me- 
mory of man runneth not to the contrary when 
other than Enoch hunted the Stout-as-Steel hounds* 
In Mr. Squander's time he had a little mountain- 
bred grey mare, on which he performed such feats 
of activity and daring as could only be equalised 
by a chamois, or by the enterprising Mr. Gomer- 
sal in the character of Timour the Tartar, Napoleon 
Bonaparte, or some such vigour-requiring service. 

We once heard a gentleman who had wandered 
into a strange country, give an account of the es- 
tablishment he there found, and as it contrasts 
with the opinion our friend Tom passed upon the 
captain, we will repeat it here. After speaking 
favourably of the meet, the field, and the style of 
country, the gentleman entered upon the more 
delicate one of the master and establishment. 
" The hounds," said he, " were really very good- 
looking animals, and in very good condition, the 
men were smart, clean, and well mounted; in short," 
added he, " there was nothing ridiculous about the 
establishment until they threw offV^ 

So let it not be said of the Stout-as-Steel ! Let 
not Captain Cashbox's incongruous garments pre- 
judice a hunt that Scott's cousin. Squander, spent 
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the best part of his fortune in supporting. But 
let us away to thie hills, and enjoy the brief sun- 
shine of the hour ! 

The captain having eyed Scott with the sus- 
picious curiosity masters — with the fear of pen- 
and-ink men before their eyes — regard strangers, 
until they are recognised by some of the field, 
honoured him with a touch of his glazed hat, as 
hfe saw him shaken hands with by two or three 
of his members ; after which he jocosely observed, 
that he " supposed they might weigh anchor." 

Scott then for the first time began to look for the 
cover. Woods there were none, at least none 
with any lying ; what little apologies of trees there 
were, scattered on the more rugged parts of the 
hills, being so open at the bottom as to show all 
the stones in which they were stuck, and though 
there might be patches of gorse here and there, 
they did not seem large enough to hold much 
temptation to a fox. 

" What do we draw ? " asked Scott of one of his 
friends, whose face he knew, but whose name he 
either never knew or had forgot. 

" Oh, just draw the hiUs," replied the interro- 
gated, nodding his head towards a great plum-pud- 
dingey-shaped one, with some fern and brushwood 
about the middle, towards which Enoch was steering 
with the hounds. " Foxes lie all about," added he. 

So Enoch seemed to think, for he steered all 
ways as if trying for a hare. 
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"You don't pay much for cover rent in this 
country, I imagine," said Scott to his friend. 

" Nor for damage either," replied he. 

" They've got a scent," continued he, shortly 
after, as the hounds began feathering towards the 
fern and brushwood on the before-mentioned hill. 

" Ay, yon shepherd by the fire on the opposite 
hill views him,*' added he, just as the outburst of 
melody from the pack proclaimed they had found 
the fox. 

Down the hill reynard came pouring with his 
great bushy tail whisking in the air, as much as to 
say, " I don't care a copper for any of you ; " and 
hard upon him followed Enoch, full tilt on his 
mule, with three couple of hounds, Enoch blowing 
his horn, and screeching like an owl for the rest. 

They came pouring over one another like a 
waterfall ! 

The fox got such an impetus that he cleared the 
high stone wall and bum at the bottom of the hill 
like a greyhound, and commenced the ascent of the 
opposite hill with a stoutness that looked like wind 
and condition. 

"Hooray! " cheered a party of miners, at a fire on 
the crags towards which he was pointing, causing 
him to alter his line, and run the hill side. 

The hounds having once got together, there 
was no further call for hooping 6r hallooing, or 
blowing the horn. Away they went at a pace that 
showed how good was the scent, and how hopeless 

M 
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the attempt to follow them. Eclipse himself could 
have done nothing on the rough, stony, steep moun- 
tain sides ; and the hounds streaming away in fall 
cry, with old Enoch toiling along on the mule, fur- 
nished an apt illustration of the fable of the hare 
and the tortoise — the further he went, the further 
he was left behind. 

" This way I this wayl^^ screeched little Cashbox, 
in a state of excitement bordering on phrensy. 
" This way I " repeated he, ramming his mule down 
a rutty hill side, and working his arms like a tele- 
graph. So the field rattled and clattered away in 
his rear, for his mule was in a good humour, and 
went at a pretty good bat. They soon got into the 
valley of Dol Velin, along the margin of whose 
bright stream a broken track-road ran, for there 
are few places so uncivilised as not to have roads 
of some sort, if people could but find them out. 
This most accommodating one led them straight 
through the mountains, on the left range of which 
the hounds were running with a breast-high scent, 
to the astonishment of the goats, and sheep, and 
ponies, herding on the sides. 

Though the devious course of old reynard, 
now ascending, now descending, now going 
straight ahead, was in their favour, still the pace 
was too good to allow of much halting to look. 
The Captain, who led the way with his telescope 
set, occasionally indicated, as he put it to his eye, 
which hounds were leading ^ and after they had 
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pursued the chase in this peculiar way for some 
five miles, the Captain having given the foreground 
a good raking, proclaimed that he saw the fox him- 
self. " He's tried the great earths at Stetley Crags, 
where the fire is," said he, halting and holding the 
telescope in the direction of the far-off fire, " and is 
now stealing down the hill among the sheep and 
cattle." 

Just then a movement among some distant dots 
indicated the Fox's whereabouts, and presently the 
hounds came pouring down upon the spot followed 
by a drove of ponies, who seemed to join the chase 
to show how soon they would be beaten off. 

The hounds were well called the Stout-as-Steel, 
for they ran as hard now after traversing so many 
miles of rough moorland country as they did at 
first. Let stag-hunters say what they will, five 
miles hard running is no joke. 

The field had now a perfect panoramic view of the 
chase, without more trouble than they would be put 
to at the Diorama, or any London show. A splendid 
sun, lit up the wild mountain scenery, while a slight 
tinge of frost rarefied the air, bringing distant ob- 
jects near, and causing the music of the hounds to 
fall like thunder on the scene — reverberating like 
Mons. Jullien's band of a hundred and twenty per- 
formers at a " Bal Masqu6." 

Presently they had fox and all in view, and 
beautiful it was, watching the unerring truth with 
which the pack followed his every twist and turn 
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and bend. There he was creeping and stealing 
along, not at the high galloping defying pace at 
which he started, but coolly and collectedly, as 
though conscious of the work he had to do. 

So he returned about a hundred yards below 
the line he had taken in going, followed by a large 
flock of his old enemies, the crows, who kept a 
noise up overhead second only to that of the 
hounds behind. Luckless reynard, when so pur- 
sued, for you rarely escape destruction ! 

So it was this day. The striving pack gained 
on him just as one race-horse gains on another. 
The fatal view at last ensued ! a dodge, a snap, and 
a cataract of hounds as usual ended the scene ! 



\ 
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CHAP. IX. 

MR. JENKINS JONES. 

" Who-hoop ! " 

" Who-hoop ! that's a queer way of beginning a 
chapter, Mr- Author ! " 

" So it is, Mr. Reader, but youll have a good 
many more of them before you are done." 

Our last left the Stout-as-Steel hounds in the act 
of running into their fox on the far hill-side, the 
field viewing the feat across the water. Not a soul 
appeared near them, but ere the "worry" was com- 
plete, old Enoch dropped as it were from the clouds, 
and dived into the middle of the pack. To be sure 
the latter part of his descent was visible enough in 
the shape of a red thing sitting as it were on the 
back of a rabbit, sliding on its hind quarters down 
the mountain. 

Having reached the pack, up went the fox, and 
baying leaped the hounds, the group forming a lively 
speck on the wide expanse of mountain scenery. 

Few people are willing to admit that a fox has 
been killed, unless they see him — at all events 
seeing him seems to add considerably to their satis- 
faction ; and away Captain Cashbox cut, followed 
by the field for ocular demonstration. Through 
the water splashed the mules, over great boulder 
stones, enough to throw down an elephant, across 
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the rushy, rugged bottom, and now up the steep 
hill-side — clatter, clattel*, clatter, they went among 
the loose rumbling stones — blob, blob, blob, they 
floundered on the unsound ground beyond. 

" Who'hoop!^^ each man exclaimed, on pulling 
up within "ware-horse" distance of the huge fox, 
now hanging his head before the pack in all the 
terrors of grim death. " Who-hoopI^' yelled little 
Cashbox, putting his finger in his ear, as though 
he were afraid of deafening himself. " Who-hoop!" 
screamed he, still louder, throwing himself off his 
mule and rushing up to TiphiU for the. fox. If the 
captain had gone on all^fours, and hunted and killed 
the fox himself, he could not have taken greater cre- 
dit to himself for the feat. The hounds might kill 
him, but who brought the hounds ? Captain Cash- 
box — and therefore to Captain Cashbox belonged 
the honour and glory of the day. 

Having got the fox from Enoch, he held him up 
for some seconds above his head, in the manner of 
a " Poses Plastique" master, until his little arms 
tiring, he threw him flop on the ground. 

"He's a terrible length from the snout to the 
stern," observed the nondescript little man, stooping 
and measuring the fox with his whip. 

Without announcing the longitude, he proceeded 
to divest him of his appendages. 

Off went the head. 

" There's the head of a traitor!" exclaimed the 
Captain, holding it up. 
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Then came the pads, and, lastly, that noblest 
trophy of them all — the brush! 

"Allow me, sir," said he, strutting out in the 
most grotesque, puss-in-boots style, towards where 
Tom Scott stood, " to present you, sir, with the 
brush of one of our mountain breed — sir, a real 
' stunner,' sir, as my friend, Joe Banks, would say, 
sir. Sir, I'm extremely glad, sir, to see you out 
with my hounds, sir j hope, sir, I shall often have 
the pleasure, sir — shall be most happy, sir, to pre- 
sent you with our button, sir." 

Flattered by so much attention, especially from 
a man that he did not expect any from, Tom incon- 
tinently replied, on receiving the brush, that he 
would be most proud to receive the button, and 
wear it wherever he went. 

Scarcely were the words out of his mouth, than 
the Captain, having dived into the trunk of his 
fisherman's boots, produced a packet, from which, 
having blown the silver paper, he exhibited a com- 
plete set of large buttons, to which having added 
a pinch of small ones from his seal-skin waistcoat 
pocket, he handed the whole over to Scott, observ- 
ing, that " he might send him a Post Office order 
for the four guineas when he got home, and that 
he would be most happy to have his name down 
as a subscriber also." 

" He^s done you^^ whispered a gentleman, with a 
smile and a wink, as the little varmint Saddled 
back to his mule, and proceeded to what he would 

M 4 




168 MR. JENKINS JONES. 

call " hoist himself on deck," by the aid of a rusty, 
most disreputable-looking stirrup. 

" I don't know that," replied Tom Scott, with a 
grunt, thinking the Captain might, perhaps, get 
the buttons back instead of the Post Office order. 

''Well, weVe had a very good run — at least, 
the hounds have," observed the stranger, who had 
now brought his horse alongside. " Are you 
staying in this part of the country ? " 

"Why, yes — no — yes — not exactly," replied 
Scott ; "the fact is, I wcls on this side of the coun- 
try, and, wishing to have a look at these hounds, lay 
at Sludgington over night." 

"I pity you," exclaimed the gentleman; adding, 
" I wish you'd come to me. Where are you going 
to now ?" inquired he. 

"Don't know till I get back — perhaps stay there 
again." 

" Come to me," rejoined he ; " we shall be most 
happy to see you — you've plenty of time," added 
he, showing our friend his watch, which wanted a 
quarter to one. 

" You are very kind," replied Scott, feeling little 
disposed to undergo the persecution of Cake and 
the noise of the Goldtrap Arms again, though the 
cuckoo clock nuisance was abated — adding, " I shall 
be very glad to avail myself of your offer.*' 

" That's right ! " said the stranger, closing the 
bargain by a shake of the hand : " we dine at six, 
and there will be a stable ready for you." So say^ 
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ing, he turned up a road the reverse of the one that 
he pointed out as Scott's, and tickling his horse 
with the spur was speedily out of sight. 

One person in a hurry is very apt to put another 
person in a hurry, and Scott began to trot too, 
without knowing why. 

« « # « « 

" Gently, old girl," at length said he, easing the 
old mare down into a walk, to enjoy the scenery, 
the winding mountain-road having brotight him 
before a fresh range of hills. Just then it flashed 
across his mind that he didn't know who his friend 
was. 

" Well, that's the stupidest thing I ever did in 
my Ufe," exclaimed he, dropping the rein, and 
giving his thigh a hearty slap. " I thought I knew 
him because he knew me, and I have no more idea 
who he is than the man in the moon." 

Scott then went back to the turn of the road to 
see if any of the field were behind, but they had 
all dispersed on their different routes — the horse- 
men by the roads, the foot people by the mountain 
tracks. 

"Well, never mind," said he, turning short round 
again, " I can describe him — round-faced, ginger 
hair, rather stout, hunts, says he lives near Sludg- 
ington. Oh, Cake, or the saddler, or the postmaster, 
or the blacksmith, or any of the wise men of the 
place will be able to tell me who he is." So saying, 
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he relapsed into enjoyment of the scenery, until the 
road at length opened upon the vale. 

Sludgington formed a not unpleasing feature in 
the landscape now that Scott regarded it with an 
unprejudiced eye. Its church tower, its clump of 
trees, its white dovecote to the right, the now sun- 
glittering mill-pond on the left, even the very 
smoke and outline of the houses, made an agreeable 
break on the tame monotony of the flat vale beyond. 
The cold, black, whinstone mud made him shudder, 
though, as he got into the street again ; nor were 
his feelings soothed by having to ride on the rough 
M'Adam to make way for a long line of slate carts 
passing through with the produce of the neighbour- 
ing quarries. 

" Who is it that lives near here, and hunts with 
the Stout-as-Steel hounds?" asked he of the hostler, 
as he gave him the mare to be fed while he packed 
up his traps ; " who is it that hunts and rides a 
clipped horse, and wears black boots, not fisher- 
n^en's boots like Captain Cashbox's, but Bishop's 
boots coming up to the knee-pan ?" touching the 
whereabouts on his own leg. 

"Who is it that h-o-u-n-t-s and rides Bishop's 
boots," drawled out the muzzy idler. 

"iVb/ no! rides in Bishop's boots, black jacks," 
retorted Scott ; " rides a clipped horse, and lives 
somewhere about here." 

" Why, I should say that would be Mr. Jenkins 
Jones," replied the man ; " he has a clipped horse." 
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"But can't you be sure^ a gentleman with 
gingery hair. Has Mr. Jenkins Jones gingery 
hair?" 

" Why y-e-a-s ; I should say he has," replied he, 
" and rides a clipped horse." 
• " Where does he live ? " asked Scott. 

" At Down House, about six miles from here," 
replied the man. 

"'Ay, that's him," said our friend, leaving the 
stable, and running into the house. " Jenkins 
Jones, of Down House, is the man;" indeed, I 
fancied I heard somebody call him Jones out hunt- 
ing. . , 

What with the bother of packing, waiting for 
the bill, and then for the horse, the limited allow- 
ance of a winter's day began to give indications of 
declining ere Scott got sufficiently near the resi- 
dence of which he was in quest, to gain any decided 
information from the few country people and moun- 
taineers he met as to its precise distance and locality. 
One man told him it was three miles, another that 
it was two ; and an old woman that he overtook, 
driving a flock of geese, and who said she had 
lived in the country all her life, didn't know where 
it was at all — had never heard of Down House 
before, or of Mr. Jenkins Jones either- — had heard 
of a Mr. Thomas Jones, but he lived at Frengford, 
at the back of the hills, but he had been dead many 
years, and " of course," she said, "it couldn't be him." 
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A woodman, however, that Scott next met, 
was better informed, and after running the words 
"Jenkins Jones, Jones Jenkins, Jenkins Jones," 
backwards and forwards on his tongue, as a lady 
runs up and down the notes of a piano, he directed 
him through a pass at the low end of the mountain* 
range. 

Having trotted through it just as night began to 
close in, he came upon a wild, undulating down 
country — open, spacious, and far-stretching. Here 
and there dark patches, occasionally indicated by 
the fitfal gleam of a passing light, denoted human' 
habitations, but the extreme distance. was completely 
lost in the clouds. 

To heighten the confusion of the scene, the road, 
as he had been warned by the woodman, resolved 
itself into a mere race-course sort of track, whose 
line was marked by little chalk heap mounds thrown 
up on the turf.. 

The springy down, so tempting under ordinary 
circumstances for a canter, was now traversed 
slowly for fear of losing the thread of the heaps, 
and having to pass the night on the wide dreary 
waste. 

" It must be a primitive place, indeed," thought 
Scott, riding close inside the line of chalk heaps, 
" where a ti:ack like this serves alike for carriage, 
cart, and bridle road. No fear of having one's 
rest disturbed by the rumbling of carts, the yells of 
drivers, or the music of cats, as it was last night." 
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A bigger wave of land that the mountain throe 
had rolled further inwards, obtruded just as the fast- 
falling shades of night began to make him wish to 
be at his journey's end ; on reaching the top of 
which the lights from a house ensconced among trees 
appeared within a couple of hundred yards, and the 
quick eye of the mare presently caused her to halt 
at a light iron gate, dividing the lawn from the 
downs. 

The clatter the gate made in swinging to and 
fro, caused an outburst of barking and yelling from 
the kennel, while the raising and hurried drop- 
ping of the curtain of a low- windowed room on the 
ground floor showed that the inmates were aroused, 
and ere he had dismounted at the sash- windowed 
door, a shirt-sleeved groom had rushed round from 
the back of the house to take his horse. 

A glass door, while it is pleasant and clieerful in 
summer, has the advantage in winter of letting a 
guest see who is coming, and the bright burning 
oil lamp discovered our friend's host, now attired in 
a comfortable suit of plaid instead of the cloth and 
leather of the fox-hunter. 

How we pity people who lived before " tweeds, " 
railways, and writing directions on newspapers, 
were invented ! 

The gentleman shaded his eyes with his hand 
and shut them, as some people do who want 
to have a good look alb one; but a momentary 
glance produced an "Oh, Mr. Scott, is it you? 
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I'm glad to see you," confirmed by a cordial shake of 
the hand. 

Scott then proceeded to " hang up his hat." 
" You've brought your nightcap, I hope," ob- 
served the gentleman as he helped Scott off with his 
paletot. 

While this was going on in the passage Scott 
overheard the following nursery dialogue in the 
parlour : — 

" Little Jack Horner 
Sat in the ?" 

" Where did little Jack sit, my pet ? " 

"Pie," lisped the child. 

" No, my darling, not in the pie^^^ responded the 
questioner. 

" Let me introduce my friend Mr. Scott, my 
dear," interrupted the host, throwing open the 
door of a cheerful-looking room, and disclosing a 
beautiful dark-eyed lady, with a lovely little child 
half on her lap, half on the table, studying the 
interesting career of the gentleman aforesaid. 

An attempted rise, with a sweet smile mingling 
with a half-suppressed laugh, at Jack Homer's 
novel position, made Scott feel quite at home, and 
he readily accepted his host's offer of an arm-chair 
by the brightly burning fire. 

As Scott looked at him he thought it was 
lucky he had been able to give some other ac- 
count of him beyond a mere description of his 
person, for hunting things make such a differ- 
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ence in men's appearance that it is not always 
easy to recognise them in others. The gentleman, 
however, speedily touched on the grand ice- 
breaker of conversation " the run of the morning," 
and his wife having gathered up the child's toys, 
consisting of a jumping mouse, a Macassar oil bottle, 
a tin kettle, a tatter'd doll, and an illuminated copy 
of "Jack Horner," departed with her treasure in 
her arms. 

Scott soon found he was in capital quarters. 
Indeed he recollected to have heard from some of 
" their hunt " who had strayed so far out of the 
world as Mr. Neville's men consider the hill coun- 
try, that there were some " capital fellows " in it, 
which, in current sporting phraseology, means, men 
who are glad to see their friends without any fuss ; 
or, as in Scott's case, men who are glad to see fox- 
hunters at any time. 

There certainly is a wonderful freemasonry 
among fox-hunters. There is no letter of intro- 
duction equal to the few words, " This man's a 
sportsman." It is far superior to any formal appli- 
cation to be allowed to recommend one's particular 
friend Mr. Augustus Fitznoodle, eldest son of Sir 
Augustus and Lady Fitznoodle, who was a daughter 
of Hugh fifth Earl of Bigacres, to their attention in 
the way of a "ticket for soup," as these unfortunate 
documents are sometimes . termed. But we are 
getting off the line, and must be running into our 
subject. They had a capital dinner, some famous 
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mutton broth, with meat in it, thick and strong ; 
a well-crimped piece of cod with oyster sauce, a 
leg of dark-gravied four-year-old Welsh mutton, 
followed by a woodcock and a dish of nice hot mince 
pies, assisted by sherry and iced champagne at 
dinner, and a bottle of fine old port and a devilled 
biscuit after. 

The next morning, as they sat at an equally good 
breakfast, Scott saw a fustian-clad groom arrive on 
a horse at exercise, and presently a note was brought 
in, which his host, after perusing, presented to him 
with a smile, saying, " This refers to you." Thus 
it ran : — 

" Dear Jones, 
" Have you seen any thing of Mr. Scott of Haw- 
buck Grange ? He promised to come to me 
yesterday, and has never cast up. 

" Yours truly, 

" Jones Jenkins." 

" Good God, ain't I at Mr. Jones Jenkins's now?" 
exclaimed our friend. 

" Why, no," replied his host, laughing; "my name 
is Jenkins Jones, his is Jones Jenkins. I saw you 
had made the common mistake last night when 
you came, but was not going to deprive myself of 
the pleasure of your society by telling you." 

" You are extremely kind, I'm sure," replied 
Scott. " I did think, when I saw you, that your hair 
had got darker, but I attributed it to the shade of 
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the lamp, or to not having seen you with your hat 
off." 

" Oh, I assure you, it's nothing uncommon," 
replied his host, "nothing uncommon at all; we 
get each other's letters and parcels,^ and papers, 
and all sorts of things. A Frenchman brought a 
bill for a musical clock here .the other day, and 
insisted upon my paying it. ' It was directed 

* a Monsieur Jones Jenkins.' In vain I protested 
that my name was Jenkins Jones. * Vel, sare,' 
said he, * it shall be all de same — dey have jost put 
de Jones before de Jenkins; you are de man! 

* Nonsense!' said I, sporting the old joke, 'there's 
just as much difference between Mr. Jenkins Jones 
and Mr. Jones Jenkins, as there is between a 
chestnut horse and a horse chestnut.' " 
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CHAP. X. 

HOMSWABD B0T7KD. 

Taking leave of his kind host and hostess at the 
Down House, Tom Scott again mounted the old 
mare, " homeward bound," as Captain Cashbox 
would say. 

He had not got above a couple of miles on the 
high road before he was overtaken by a man on 
foot, going at a pace known only to fugitives, 
servants who have been loitering at public-houses, 
or people in pursuit of sport* Urgent or exciting 
must be the cause that spurs a pedestrian past a 
horse. Nevertheless the individual shot ahead, and 
that without look or observation. 

" He's a good'un to go," said Scott to himself, 
eyeing the quick short steps with which he got away 
from the old mare. He was a square-built, bow- 
legged, stiff little fellow, not at all of the cut that 
one would imagine a " Hookey Walker." His dress 
was puzzling, as well as his pace. It consisted of a 
brown duffle frock coat, black and white plaid 
trousers, with drab gaiters, and he carried an oil- 
skin-covered umbrella under his arm ; quite a town 
turn-out — at all events, not a " week-day" one in 
the country. 
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" I wonder what the buffer is," said Scott, 
watching him as he stepped along. " I'll be bound 
to say he can't keep that pace up long," continued 
he. Still he trudged on, and Scott followed, 
thinking, as he rode, that he had the best of it. 

Presently the pedestrian began to look about 
him, first over one hedge, then over another, as 
though he wanted his nurse, or an excuse for 
bolting. 

"What now, old boy?" said Scott, eyeing the 
proceeding ; " you surely have no business in the 
fields." 

He seemed to be of a contrary opinion though, 
and, coming to a weak place in the hedge on the 
left, he popped over the rail that protected it, and 
forthwith commenced a rapid ascent of the hill. 

He was quickly out of sight, leaving Tom to 
pursue his road and ruminations together. 

About a mile further on, where a mountain 
pass runs into the Netherdew turnpike, our traveller 
was struck with a vast concourse of people coming 
down, some on foot, some on horseback, some in 
gigs, some on mules. " A foot-race," said he to 
himself, eyeing the nimibers ; " the Llandogget 
Stag against the Bob-Daniel Flyer, or some such 
fun;" and he fancied he saw the poles and ropes 
with which they were going to stake off the turn- 
pike. 

" Or'd, hang it, no ! they are a set of dancing- 
dogs or monkeys," exclaimed he, as the red and 
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gaudy jackets of the animals and the yellow flag 
of one of the leaders became apparent. " What 
queer creatures they must be in these parts ! " con- 
tinued he J " only fancy a bevy of great men turning 
out after such animals ! " 

Notwithstanding this denunciation, he pulled up 
to have a look at them himself, and he was so lost 
in astonishment at seeing that the whole party 
were English, instead of the white-teethed, olive- 
complexioned Italians, the general attendants of 
monkeys and dancing-dogs, that he was right in 
the middle of the cavalcade before he saw the 
animals were greyhounds — greyhounds in all the 
pomp and paraphernalia of race-horses, coloured 
hoods, quarter-pieces, and bottle-carrying leaders. 
"Gad," thought he, "what *ago' it would be if 
they were to bring a pack of foxhounds to the 
cover side in clothing !" 

It's odd if a fox-hunter gets into a crowd of 
sportsmen, within half a hundred miles of home, 
without being recognised by some one; and from 
the heterogeneous assemblage of shooting-jacketed, 
and great-coated, and duffle-coated, and cloaked, 
and shawled, and paletoted, and trousered, and 
Taglionied, and jack-booted, and overalled, and 
fiddle-case booted, and gambadoed, and umbrella- 
handed horsemen, a voice from a complete moun- 
tain of mackintosh exclaimed, " Halloa, Tom Scott ! 
is that you?" 

'^iVsme! sure enough," exclaimed our friend; 
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" but who the deuce you are beats my compre- 
hension ?" . 

" Don't you remember Charley Travis?" replied 
the questioner, lowering his comforter, and raising 
a puddingy plaid cap off his brow, so as to dis- 
play a pair of large boiled-gooseberry-looking 
ey es staring out of agreat red harvest-moon of a 
face. 

"Charley, my boy!" exclaimed Scott, starting 
at the familiar name and the change that time had 
effected on its bearer. " Charley, my boy, how are 
you ? I'm delighted to see you," and thereupon they 
rung a requiem over the twenty years that had 
elapsed since they met, and aroused the spirits of 
no end of "larks" that had flown with the time. 

Upon the evidence of so much cordiality, divers 
of the sporting gents lifted their hats and caps to 
the stranger, indicating that our traveller's friend 
Charley was " somebody," and that a portion of his 
greatness was reflected upon Tom. 

" I shouldn't have known you," said Scott, 
looking at the man mountain he now rode beside, 
and recalling the smart slim youth he had parted 
with. 

" Nobody does," replied he, " nobody does — my 
leg's as big as my whole body used to be," shoving 
out a great woollen-clad mackintosh-cased limb, 
terminating in a black and red list slipper. " Do 
you remember when I squeezed through the pot of 
Miss Gammon's chimney, and descended amongst aU 
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the bread and butter misses at tbeir tea ? " asked 
he. " Couldn't do that now, by jingo ; no, nor ride 
8 St. 7 lb. as I used to do. However, never mind ; 
I am delighted to see you again, old fellow. Tell 
me now what's brought you into this part of the 
world?" 

" Ah ! still as fond of hunting, still as fond of 
hunting as ever, are you?" observed he, after 
listening to a narrative of where Scott had been. 

" Just the same," replied Scott, "just the same. 
If any thing, the older I get, the bigger fool I get. 
I should think hunting couldn't do you any harm," 
added he, looking at his friend's puffy face. 

"Bless you, my dear Scott," shivered he, "zV 
would kill me. Consider, my dear fellow, what a 
mass of complaints, what a lump of corruption I 
am. Look at the chalk stones in my hands," 
continued he, pulling off^ a sable glove. " It takes 
two men to put me on horseback. Hunt ! Suppose 
I should be spilt! I should never get up again — 
I should lie kicking on the broad of my back like 
a sheep or a bull frog ! " 

" But what's made you gouty, old boy?" asked 
Scott. " Your parents were healthy, and you had 
nothing of that sort in your youth." 

" Had //" exclaimed he, earnestly, " you know I 
hadn't — never a moment's illness of any sort. As 
long as I was starving on a hundred a year I was 
the healthiest and happiest mortal alive ; but the 
moment the money came, down came a whole bevy 



HOMEWARD BOUND. 183 

of ills, and I became one mass of disorders. 
Stevens!" exclaimed he, "is it time to take my 
pills?" 

While the individual thus appealed to was sup- 
plying his wants, it flashed across Scott's mind 
that the hero he was addressing had been changed 
into a baronet, and that Charley Travis of former 
days was now Sir Charles Munchington, having 
been most unexpectedly metamorphosed one morn- 
ing while shaving by a fourpenny glass in a barrack- 
room at Gibraltar. 

" I'm afraid you live too well. Sir Charles," said 
Scott, as the Baronet gulped down the last of the 
pills. 

''Live! my dear fellow, I wish you saw me live; if 
rice puddings and soda water are living, then I do 
live. But, talking of that, come to me to-day after 
coursing." 

" Thank you," said Scott, " but I'm expected at 
home." 

"What, you're married, are you ? " asked he. 

" Why, no ! yes ! no ! not exactly ; but the fact 
is, I'm out of linen — got my last shirt on." 

" Oh, I'll find you linen, and be shot if I don't 
take a glass of wine, too, for ' auld lang syne. ' I'll 
lend you shirts and shoes, and every thing, for I have 
them of aU sizes since I began to magnify, till I 
think Daniel Lambert and I might now go partners 
in a wardrobe." 

We trust the reader will believe Mr. Scott sincere 
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in saying that he had every intention of going home 
that day. Indeed he wished it ; for, independently 
of being out of linen, he was extremely short of 
other things, and a man feels the want of trifles that 
he does not appreciate when at hand. Besides, he 
wanted to see how things were going on, whether 
the red cow had calved, or any of the young horses 
got lamed. Still, what could he do ? Here was 
an old friend whom he had not seen for twenty 
years, gouty and unwell, yet willing to take a glass 
of wine with him. Prudence said " No," but inclin- 
ation said " Ay," and accordingly " ay " had it. 

" Come and see a course," said Sir Charles, as the 
cavalcade turned off the road through a gate into 
some extensive pastures; '' you don't know what fun 
it is, and we are getting near a tie," added he. 

Tom had a pretty good idea though, for he once 
kept a greyhound himself, and a more daft, mis- 
chievous, useless beggar was never seen. It used 
to do nothing but run a muck at the poultry, and 
sheep, and foals, and practise feats of agility 
through the windows. Worse still, the insensate 
brute was continually losing itself, and cost him no 
end of half-crowns for casting up, until he was 
fortunate enough to see the animal enticed away 
by a mugger-man, from whose care there is seldom 
much escape. The fellow thought he'd got a prize- 
Scott follow;ed the motley group, which had now 
been joined by his pedestrian friend, into the field, 
and a couple of dogs were stripped of their hoods, 
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and spectacles, and quarter-pieces, and put in the 
slips. They then made a circuit of the enclosure, 
following the important Mr. Marksman, the judge, 
with the rear brought up by a most miscellaneous 
rabble of foot people, interspersed with brandy-ball 
and lollypop merchants, the usual concomitants of 
pedestrian crowds. 

They ranged that field and another, and beat a 
bank-side, and then crossed a nice trout-stream on 
to some water meadows beyond. 

" Let us stand here and see the course," said 
Sir Charles, sheltering under the lee of a tumble- 
down building, from one of those heavy, cutting, 
rattling hail-storms that so disconcert lazy house- 
maids with bright grates. Patter, patter, patter 
it came, rattling down upon the harsh dry mackin- 
tosh, making the large bullets bound again. 

Before it was well over, at least before they had 
fairly opened their daylights again, a shout pro- 
claimed the course begun, and, looking across the 
water, Scott saw two great snake-like animals stretch- 
ing and striding away over the plain after an unfor- 
tunate little driblet of a thing, that evidently had 
a very poor chance with them. It went away 
stoutly at first, to be sure, and there was little 
sensible advantage so long as it ran straight; but 
the moment it began to swerve, the superiority of 
the followers was evidejit. 

So it went twisting and turning, the efforts be- 
coming " smaller by degrees and beautifully less." 
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Sir Charles was in ecstasies ! He jerked, and he 
jumped, and he worked his arms, and bit his lips, 
and hung to one side, just as a cockney does in a 
cab that he thinks is about to capsise. " Beautifu] 
course !" exclaimed he ; " beautiful course !" as the 
dark dog turned the poor drab thing to the left, 
and the light dog sent it right ahead again. 
" Finest course I ever saw in my, life ! — finest 
course I ever saw in my life!" ejaculated he, as 
the hare made straight for a gate. 

** By Jove, that's well done!" said he, as the 
dogs cleared it together. " Now for the tug of 
war!" 

They were now upon a seed field, and gaining 
painfully upon poor puss. First one strider turned 
her, then the other, the poor thing's energy con- 
tracting with each effort, till the dark dog shot 
a length in advance, and chucked her right up in 
the air. 

Then up hurried the field, the victor all glee, 
the loser all glum, while water-bottles and clothing 
were produced, and another brace of dogs had their 
spectacles taken off and were put in the slips. 

So they went on from field to field, coursing and 
killing, and losing and missing, amid the betting 
and cheering of the company. 

At last the course came on deciding whether the 
owner of the dark dog or a red one was to have the 
honour of keeping a pewtery-looking cup for the 
year, and of sacking a certain number of sovereigns 
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in the shape of stakes. We dare say there was as 
much as ten pounds at issue ; and if there had been 
a million, there couldn't have been more noise. 
" Five shillings on the Dusty Miller ! " exclaimed a 
great, fat, butcherified-looking fellow, in blue wool- 
lens or tweeds, mopping the perspiration from 
his brow, which he had managed to acquire in the 
" trot " of the last course — a thing that none but 
a twenty-stoner could accomplish with such an at- 
mosphere. 

" I'll lay a shilling on the Miller ! I'll lay two ! 
I'll lay three ! I'll take three to two ! " exclaimed 
another. 

" I'll lay you half-a-crown to two shillings, Jub- 
bins," replied Popkins ; and the quantity and nature 
of the betting showed that there would be a great 
demand for silver after the course. 

The awkward part of betting on a course seems 
to be that there is no way of regulating the race. 
It isn't like a trial of speed between horses, for 
twisting and turning seems to have quite as much 
to do with winning as the straightforward fly. So it 
was here. After much to do they at length got a 
satisfactory hare ; but, after the usual bowling about, 
the victory was declared in favour of Bright Star, 
Dusty Miller, for some unapparent cause, being 
non-suited, though an inexperienced courser would 
have said that he followed suit quite as stoutly as 
his competitor. 

Amidst cheers for the victor the scene closed, and 
many of the field availed themselves of the oppor- 
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tunity aflForded by pulling out their purses to pull 
out their pocket-handkerchiefs too, for it was in- 
tensely cold. 

On reaching the village of Leighford, Sir Charles 
abandoned his cob, and a brougham, with post 
horses, was presently at the Greyhound Inn door, 
in which he insisted on seating Scott, and carrying 
him off to his residence. 

It requires a strongish intimacy to accompany 
an invalid with no better prospect than what the 
baronet had held out ; but friends decrease so, as 
we get on in life, that it is cheering to put one's 
hand into the back shelf of time, and pull out an 
old one, altered, dusted, and damaged though he 
may be. If a chap is a good fellow at twenty, 
there's little chance of his being a bad one at forty ; 
and, barring his ailments. Sir Charles was just the 
same hearty cock Scott had parted with twenty 
years before, when he sailed for India. Alas ! the 
then gay stripling was now the premature old man. 

It was just light enough, as they dashed across 
the ornamental bridge, over the swan and fowl- 
swarming water, and dived among the undulations 
of the deer-stocked park, for Scott to see that 
his friend had " lit on his legs ; " and when they 
stopped, with a jerk, under the wood-paved 
Gothic porch of the ancient edifice, and two neatly 
dressed footmen responded to the sound of the 
bell, it was evident there was what a literary 
appraiser would estimate at " ten thovsand a year J'' 
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Nobody that has " any thing " has less, thanks to 
the liberal talent of Mr. Warren. 

" I don't keep these fellows to look at," said Sir 
Charles, as he sidled from his seat in the brougham 
on to their crossed arms, and was carried bather- 
woman fashion into the house, ordering one to get 
the room next his ready for Scott, and the other to 
tell the groom to see after our friend's mare, which 
was coming with his cob. 

" Oh, doctor ! " groaned the baronet, as they 
placed him on a couch, in a perfect snuggery of a 
room ; " ah, doctor ! " groaned he, to a little white- 
headed old man, in knee-breeches and buckles, who 
Scott could have sworn was the doctor if he 
hadn't been so addressed; "I'm dreadfully exhausted 
— very ill indeed I " 

"Indeed, Sir Chorles, I'm sorry to hear that, 
Sir Chorles," replied the little gentleman, advancing 
solemnly to his patient, at the same time pulling up 
a great noisy watch by a sort of jack-chain, to which 
was appended many seals, as if he was going to feel 
his pulse. 

" Oh, no ; it's not physic I want — it's not physic 
I want ! I've taken all your pills and the blue 
draught into the bargain," exclaimed the invalid. 
" I want something to restore me — to revive me, in 
fact." 

" Well, Sir Chorks," mouthed the man of medi- 
cine, " suppose you have a little water gruel," 
looking mysteriously at Scott. 
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" D — n your water gruel ! " screamed the invalid ; 
" why, what an inhuman monster you must be to 
want me to take water gruel on the very day IVe 
fallen in with Tom Scott, after an absence of nearly 
twenty years ! " 

" Well, Sir Chorles," responded little black-legs, 
taken rather aback, " what would you like to have, 
Sir Chorles ? " 

" — Hang it ; I want you to recommend, man ! " 
continued he, ^precisely in the tone that he used to 
blow up the waiters and landlords of the inns 
when they didn't please him. " I want you to re- 
commend, man. What's the use of being a doctor 
if you can't tell what's good for me ? " 

The little man was quite abashed. 

" Do you think a glass of maraschino would do 
me any harm ? " at last asked Sir Charles. 

" Oh, not the least — none whatever," replied the 
doctor, glad of the suggestion — '' at least, that's to 
say if you don't take more than a glass, or iwOj^ 
added he, seeing the brow begin to lour. 

" And a slice of patk de foie gras^ perhaps ? " 
continued Sir Charles. 

" You might find benefit from it," replied the 
doctior, " especially if your stomach's empty, and it 
wants an hour yet to dinner," continued he, looking 
at the watch, which he still fumbled in his hand. 

" Stomach empty ^^^ growled Sir Charles ; " why, 
now, is it likely a man would eat if his stomach 
wasn't empty ? At least / know / wouldn't." 
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"And bring two ^ or three dozen oysters, and 
some pale ale," exclaimed Sir Charles, as the servant 
was going, after receiving the above orders ; adding 
to the doctor, " Oysters are wholesome enough, at 
all events, I hope ? " 

" Nothing more so. Sir Chorles," replied the man 
of medicine. 

" A beaker of burgundy would be right after 
the pate^ wouldn't it ? " asked he in continuation. 

" It would give tone to the stomach, Sir Chorles, 
especially if you have rather overdone yourself with 
exercise." 

" Well, then, my good fellow," interrupted the 
patient, " virill you have the kindness to go into the 
cellar for it yourself, and see and wrap it properly 
up in flannel, so that it mayn't get chilled by the 
way ? " 

With such a " whet " the reader will conjecture 
what the dinner was like ; nor will it, perhaps, be 
necessary to point out why Sir Charles is not as 
healthy as he was with his hundred a year, to pre- 
vent rich people ^parting with their money for fear 
of getting like him. Should there be any alarmists, 
however, Mr. Scott says he can take a few sackfuls, 
which may either be sent to Hawbuck Grange, or 
left with the Publishers of this work. The accom- 
modating reader will now have the kindness to 
suppose our friend Tom Scott returned to the 
former place. 
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CHAP. XI. 

THE DOUBTFUL DAT. 

Doubtful days — that is to say, days on which 6ne 
does not know whether to go to hounds or stay at 
home — are great bores. To be sure, a native has 
no great business to be bothered by them, seeing 
that he has no need to "turn out" on other than 
undoubted days, and can chop over to his other 
occupations should a day seem unpropitious ; but in 
a sport-stinting season, even natives are very apt to 
try and get a day that, in a favourable winter, 
would be rejected. Gentlemen who leave their 
homes for the purpose of hunting are fairly ex- 
cusable for going sliding and slipping to a meet. 
Not but that even they had better stay at their 
lodgings and read the " Annual Register," or 
whatever work of light reading they have brought 
with them. 

Speaking of the season, 1846-7, our friend Scott, 
after prefacing his observations by declaring that he 
^ doesn't wish to say any thing unhandsome of the 
weather, or of anybody," denounces it as " the most 
tricky, capricious, unhandsome season he ever re- 
members." "It is not the frost and snow that I 
complain of," says he, " though we had enough of 
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them in all conscience, but it was the dirty, deceitful, 
delusive sort of changing that kept raising men's 
hopes, apparently for no other purpose than ' dashing 
them to spinage.'" 

Of course he spoke of the weather in Mr. Neville's 
country, but we believe it was pretty much the 
same all over. After an inordinate quantity of 
frost and snow, from the end of November to the 
beginning of January, there was a slight cessation, 
and the wide-awake ones actually got a few days' 
hunting in some countries. At the end of the first 
week,, however, just slb all the packs were again 
blooming into advertisement, back came the frost, 
harder, if possible, than ever, accompanied by a 
fresh fall of snow ; and again, about the last week 
of the month, they both disappeared, and hunting 
was resumed with all the advantages of first-rate 
scent, to be again stopped on the 31st, by the 
return of frost and snow. Then look at that little 
snuffling, shabby month of February, one that in 
ordinary seasons we reckon as the second best 
hunting one of the year. It came in, of course, 
with a white coat and an icicled nose, when all of 
a sudden, on the night of the 4th, it turned to a 
thaw, the west wind got up and cleared the country 
of snow in an incredible short space of time, when 
lo ! as all the snow-broth yet floated on the fields, 
back came the frost on the 7th, caking it on the 
top, to the damage, if not the destruction of the 
wheat crops, and then a fall of snow succeeded to 
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keep all snug. Now that we call very unhand- 
some — unworthy of the great and enlightened 
eighteen hundred and forty-seven; it's as bad as 
kicking a man when he's down. 

Not being fond of doubtful days, Tom Scott 
missed a run or two during the first interregnum, 
and paid dearly for it by the persecution of Muff 
and Co., who happened to be out. Indeed he 
could hardly get their township books through at 
the next meeting of the board of guardians, from 
first Muff, and then Tinhead, and then Tinhead, 
and then Muff, bursting into exclamations about it. 
" Thomas Felix Badman, relieved in kind — 
two kicks and a basin of barley water," read the 
clerk. 

" Major! do you recollect that splendid cast. the 
hounds made of themselves at the four cross roads? 
Just as we came to Briarly Dell, where the fox 
had met the sheep in the face, and made them 
^ right about wheel?'" inquired Muff (Tarquinius), 
who was in the chair, of his docile friend Tinhead, 
who stood warming himself before the fire. 

" Ellen Draggletail told she must behave herself 
better, or she'U get no more ginger," continued 
the clerk. 

"Ah, but did you see them at Heathbanger 
Bridge ?" asked the major : " I don't think I ever 
saw hounds behave better." 

"January 3. — Mark Scrimagour received into 
the house at four o'clock without any hat, and a 
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pair of shocking bad breeches — lent him a cap 
and a pair of union trousers," read the clerk. 

" The fox had run the parapet," observed Tin- 
head, "and when the hounds came up of course 
they " 

" January 4. — Mark Scrimagour refused to scour 
the candlesticks, because he had not had enough 
sugar in his milk at breakfast." 

" Hang his sugar," snapped Tinhead. 

" By the way, Mr. Scott, what got you?" 
inquired the all-important Tarquinius Muff, throw- 
ing open his blue paletot, and displaying an acre of 
chest, bespangled with studs and encircled with 
chains. "I thought you were one of the 'never- 
say-die^ sort," continued he — "a regular sacre matin 
man for the chasse^ as the French say," 

The hounds had had good sport, an hour and 
twenty minutes one day, and a very sharp twenty 
minutes the second ; and if Tom had had an hour 
and twenty minutes to compose it in, he'd have 
said something to Muff as sharp as the last run ; as 
it was, he parried his importunities by pretending 
to be desperately busy with the accounts, inwardly 
resolving not to give him a chance of crowing over 
him another time. 

The foregoing took place on a Wednesday, and 
an opportunity was afforded on the Friday. Mr. 
Neville always advertises his hounds, in doubtful 
times, putting " weather permitting " at the top of 
the advertisement. This is a good plan, for though 

o 2 
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masters may say that it is always understood they 
hunt the last advertised meets, or meet at the 
kennel the first hunting day, we can assure them 
there is no such regular understanding in the 
world, and people don't like running the double 
chance of " weather permitting," and hounds being 
" somewhere else" too. Advertising costs nothing ; 
the trouble to " masters" is a mere trifle, while the 
convenience to the country is very great. Localities 
vary so. The frost sometimes strikes a particular 
district, while a neighbouring one is wholly un- 
touched. We have seen a diflference of three weeks' 
hunting between adjoining countries — hounds being 
at a stand-still in the one, while they were going 
on, with sport too, in the other. Sea-side tracts are 
often quite huntable, while inland and particularly 
upland regions, are perfectly unrideable. Again 
we have seen the reverse of this. We have seen 
a sea-side country bound up in iron frost, while 
hounds met, hunted, had sport, ay and killed their 
fox, ten miles inland. At least we were told so, 
for we didn't go to see. It was rather a singular 
circumstance, for we got within four miles of the 
meet before we tujrned back, having got our horse 
from the groom, who had turned too. The ground 
certainly was so hard where we changed /that we 
could scarcely find fault with the man for turning ; 
but being so far on the road, and the horse want- 
ing work, we thought we might as well go on, 
which we did, till we came to the house of a friend, 
who persuaded us it was perfectly ridiculous 
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going ; the meet being the highest, coldest, bleakest, 
most frost-catching place in the world. He wouldn't 
go for any money. So we- sat an hour or two with 
him, in the course of which the horse caught 
cold, and we returned home with a sore throat. 

These sudden changes and capricious visitations 
defy all calculation. The only serviceable observa- 
tion that can be made, is the situation of the kennel, 
and whether it is in a country liable to be suddenly 
frost-stricken or not, so as to prevent hounds leav- 
ing it, for though hounds may be entrapped into a 
frosty country out of a soft one, yet there is seldom 
much chance of their leaving a frosty one in search 
of a soft one. " Too Jiard^'^ the huntsman will say 
the first thing in the morning, and that settles the 
business of the day. 

It is odd that few days are so^ bad but that 
some one will appear at an advertised meet. 
Even though they go sliding and skating at the 
imminent risk of their limbs, if they mount 
their scarlets, they will ^lount their horses too. 
They get their rides at all events, and their horses 
exercised ; and even should the hounds come, they 
know they have no occasion to ride a yard unless 
they like. It is another matter, however, with the 
huntsman and whips. They must follow their 
hounds, and despite the cavillings and grumblings 
of fault-pickers and hole-finders, we maintain that 
hounds far oftener throw off when they should not 
than refuse when they ought. 

o 3 
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There is no pleasure in hunting in a frost. None 
whatever. 'Far better stay at home, and read the 
" Post Office Directory," " Annual Register," 
or any work that is not encumbered with a plot, 
than go picking one's ground so as to keep where 
the sun has struck, leaving a yard measure behind 
each hoof on pulling up. Men who leave their 
homes for the purpose of hunting must occupy 
their time in some way or other, and those who 
can't read are perhaps excusable in accompany- 
ing hounds. It is of no use contending with the 
elements. It is poor work shivering at a meet, 
calculating whether hounds will come or not — 
magnifying old women's red petticoats into " pinks," 
and flocks of sheep into hounds. 

There is a sort of desolation attending doubtful 
days, unlike the concomitants of regular seasonable 
hunting ones. Long before one gets to the meet — 
whatever country it may be in ~l one sees something 
indicative of hunting on a real hunting day. A lad 
riding faster ihsLU his horse, a countryman with a 
stick pacing along at a very diflfer^it rate to what 
he would be going if he were carrying a message 
from his master ; the imprints of light-shod horses 
on the grassy road sidings, or careful grooms clus- 
tering at the doors of the Red Lion or Barleymow, 
taking their early glasses as they loiter to cover ; 
but on a doubtful frosty morning, all doors are 
closed, no one turns out that can help it j master 
rides his own horse on, and saunters roxmd by the 
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farm, or the factotum's, or some place or other to kill 
time and see what effect thfi sun has as he goes. 
If you arrive at the meet at the right time, the 
chances are there is nobody there, and you begin 
to fear you have mistaken the day. The children 
stare with astonishment ; and one urchin bolder than 
the rest at length ventures to ask if the " hunds be a 
coomin to-day?" That's just what you want to 
know. A quarter of an hour elapses and still no 
symptoms of hunting. Your watch perhaps may 
have stolen a march, or the clocks may vary. If 
it's at a village, however, the clocks presently 
undeceive you. A miller comes past, riding on his 
sacks ; you ask him where the hounds come to when 
they meet there, and he assures you he knows 
nothing about them — millers never do — they are 
the most uninformed race of men under the sun. 
Some people, however, have the knack of knowing 
nothing, and the way they preserve their ignorance 
is truly astonishing : they should have a patent for 
it. " Ar doan't know " — " Ar cam't tell " — are 
the invariable drawls after a good stare. Ask a 
cockney boy where such a street is, and he tells you 
in a minute, or slangs you well ; but a yokel can't 
declare his ignorance without exposing his stupidity. 
But we are reversing the order of things, and 
converting a real Tom Scott day into an imaginary 
one, instead of making an imaginary day look as 
much like a real one as possible. We began by 
deprecating doubtful days, and showed how Tom 
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had missed two runs during the brief interregnum 
of January by adhering to the doctrine, and now 
we propose showing, a very common case if people 
would but admit it, how Tom was piqued into 
going by a man — a gentleman we should say — of 
whose hunting capabilities he has no great opinion. 
Mr. Neville's Hounds met on this day at the village 
of Thomfield, on the north side of their (».ountry, 
not a bad rough sort of meet, and one whose wood- 
lands are favourable and accommodating for hounds, 
especially in frosty weather. Still it is a place 
Tom very seldom goes to, nor would he have 
thought of it, but for the crowings of Tarquinius 
MuflT, and the f^ar of giving him another 
opportunity. Independently of that, Tom had 
employed some of his leisure frost in riding over 
to Snailswell once or twice, and though we are not 
at liberty to mention (except in strict confidence 
of course) what passed between the fair Lydia and 
him, yet we may say, that it had been so far satis- 
factory as to induce him to make a fresh appoint- 
ment at each leaving. " I'll ride over again on 
Sunday," or " I'll look in upon you again as I'm 
passing to Edge-Hill on Monday," he would say, 
for he carried on the courtship more by "innuendo" 
than by the old point blank, " If you love me as 
I love you," &c. Indeed, to tell the truth, Tom 
is rather a cautious cock, and thought if he could 
but get his own consent, that of the lady would 
follow as a matter of course. We have already 
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hinted that she would not have any money, but 
this deficiency Tom had at length induced him- 
seK to overlook, but thinking that a woman who 
was to be a "fortune in herself," ought to be 
sound and all right, he had lately stuck at the 
matter of her teeth, whose beautiful pearly white- 
ness he thought " too good to stand." Upon this 
point he determined to take the opinion of his 
friend Mrs. Sylvanus Bluff, a lady great in the 
medical, art, and it was until her decision was 
obtained that he now " hung off." All that, how- 
ever, will hereafter more fully and at large appear, 
as the lawyers say, though we believe if the frost 
had lasted steadily, Tom would have dropped 
quietly into an engagement, an offer at all events, 
for the visits were getting both more frequent and 
longer, when the upbraidings of Muff nettled him 
into taking advantage of an apparent change in the 
weather. 

So now to the day named at the head of the page. 
The previous one felt like frost, and the morning 
of this one was decidedly frosty, but having been 
called for hunting Tom got up, and having got up 
he got breakfast, and having got breakfast he got 
on to his horse, and though his hoofs made that 
ringing sort of sound peculiar to horses and well- 
built London carriages on hard roads, he speculated 
on the influence of the sun and the favourableness 
of the woodland bottoms, and proceeded on his 
road as we have described up to the conversation 
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with the miller. Therefore that part of the sketch 
may stand as " part of the bill." 

As the miller slouched out of sight, and Scott 
rode backwards and forwards on the village bridge, 
a pair of leather breeches hove in sight, not the 
genteel cream-coloured things of modem times, but 
a pair of good old-fashioned yellow ochre's, whose 
owner was further encased in a black dress coat, 
a black satin stock, and dingy lack lustre boots. 

It was our old friend Doctor Podgers, on his fat 
black pony, master and nag counterparts of each 
other. 

Dn ordinary occasions a doctor may be in boots 
and breeches without signifying a hunt, bu,t a rich 
grandfather-looking silver-mounted hunting-Tyhip, 
and a ribbon to his shaved black hat, committed 
him beyond all extrication. 

"Good morning. Doctor," said Scott; "do you 
think the hounds will come ? " 

Doctor (raising his h^t to the extremity of the 
ribbon). " Upon my word, sir, I don't know. 
What do you think ?" 

" Why I think so of course, or I shouldn't be 
here. 

" It's very cold. Do you think the frost is going 
to hold ? " at length Scott asked, rather ashamed of 
his tartness. 

Doctor. " Upon my word, sir, I don't know. 
What do you think ?" 

Though a man may "trot" himself into a belief 
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that there will be hunting, the sad reality of 
" standing " generally produces a candid opinion. 

Scott could not but admit that the ground about 
was very hard, that the atmosphere was very, frosty, 
and the only chance there was of hounds coming 
seemed to be the possibility that it might not be 
quite so hard or so frosty in the neighbourhood 
of the kennel. 

The only alleviating circumstance there is in 
a case of non-hunting is the coming of the hounds, 
which shows that a man is not so wide qf the 
mark as he would otherwise appear. Indeed, it 
almost amounts to a case of " big foolism " being 
there without them, and Scott strained his eyes 
and cocked his ears up the Gunnerton-road, in 
hopes of seeing them or of hearing one of those 
knowing notes that fall so musically on the ear, so 
s)nQaptomatic of hunting, so unmistakeable for any 
thing else. 

It was all in vain. 

There was a crack of a whip, but it was a cart- 
man's — there was a holloa, but it was from a 
boy frightening crows. There is no more simi- 
larity between these and the genum^ thing than 
there is between the jovial mirth of the village 
school broke loose upon the green and the determined 
tallyho of the man who has been thrown into 
convulsions by viewing the fox. 

Scott began to be rather ashamed of having 
come, especially as he could not but feel (though 
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of course he would not admit it to auybody) that 
he had been rather " talked into it " by Tar- 
quinius Muff. 

Just as he thought of Muff, his other greatest 
abhorrence of life, Dolores Brown of Bleakhope, 
cast up. 

There are some people in the world whose 
looks or whose manners are so melancholily 
lugubrious as to make one unhappy to see them, 
and Dolores combines both these unfortunate 
qualities. He is the most unhappy-looking wretch 
that ever was seen. He is a sort of ill-omened 
bird, for people say they never have sport when he 
is out. Some people's jolly good-natured phizzes set 
one agog and cheer one up, but Dolores never does 
any thing but depress the spirits. It isn't his nasty 
looks alone, but he is an ill conditioned creature into 
the bargain. Nobody ever heard him say a good 
word of any one without his adding as much spite 
as counteracted the praise! He may be called a 
praising detractor, only he does much more in the 
detracting than in the praising line. He is a 
grumbling, dissatisfied, cantankerous animal, never 
happy but when he's miserable. He has always 
some fault to find, some hole to pick, or some 
misfortune to forbode. The master of the hounds 
is generally his stock victim. He, poor man ! never 
does any thing right. After the master, the hunts- 
man comes in for his maledictions, and then the 
whip. It is gratifying to know that Mrs. Brown 
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takes her "change" oDt of him at home. There, 
he daren't say his " soul's his own," and we have 
often heard it suggested that he comes out hunting 
to escape her. Whatever his motive may be, it is 
a frequent observation that Dolores Brown never 
brings luck. A doubtful day seems just the sort 
of one for him to cast upon. 

If we had a Daguerreotype machine we would 
sketch him as he sits under the stunted, crooked, 
decaying ash tree, and impale him on our page ; 
but that not being practicable, and our friend 
" Phiz" not being at hand, we will just do what 
we can with the pen. 

Dolores is a farmer — a large farmer — he keeps 
four or five draughts, and has two or three thou- 
sand sheep herding on the downs about his appropri- 
ately-named residence of " Bleakhope ; " one of the 
highest, coldest, most exposed places in the country. 
Still, as if by a frolic of nature, there is some good 
land upon it, and, cold as he looks, Dolores is sup- 
posed to be warm. To look at his nasty, lank, strag- 
gling, sandy-coloured hair, impoverished whiskers^ 
and clay-coloured cheeks, you Would fancy he was 
the follower of some noisome trade instead of a 
wholesome out-of-door living framer. He may 
be any age from thirty to fifty ; indeed, one often 
sees far fresher looking men at sixty or even 
seventy. His features are harsh and sharp, and 
there is a cunning watchfulness about his little 
watery grey eyes. 
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His clothes are as unwholesome looking as his 
person. His napless, low-crowned hat is all glue 
stained round the band, the marks widening out in 
front into a thing like a chimney-sweeper's badge. 
The frost makes the hat's browning hue more appa- 
rent. A good hat is about the only thing that 
looks well on a frosty day, and if any thing will 
bring a thaw it surely is the temptation a new one 
offers to Jupiter Pluvious. Dolores's coarse 
draggling gills are guileless of starch, and his 
washed-out, blue-striped neckcloth, dirty, twisted, 
and knotted into what the French call a " Tyburn 
tye," exposes, rather than covers, his long scraggy 
neck. The greasy collar of a browning black cut- 
away coat, and the frayed top of a shabby striped 
waistcoat, appear above a seedy, well-worn brown 
tweed, slightly slit up behind for the saddle, and 
covering the greater part of the hard, crackey-look- 
ing patent cords, and almost black top-boots in 
which his spindle shanks are shrouded. 

His horse was a bay, until it was clipped and 
singed into a dun-duckety sort of mud colour. The 
cold makes the uneven jagging of the scissors and 
the blotches of the singer more apparent, for badly 
clipped greys are the only horses that will stand 
the searching investigation of a frosty day. This 
horse is a sour-headed, sunk-eyed, cock-throppled, 
ewe-necked, ragged-maned beggar, though with 
some apparent breeding about him. Light feeding 
seems the order of the day both with horse and 
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master, and despite the laziness of the season, 
Dolores has contrived, by the substitution of bran 
mashes and boiled turnips for corn, to keep his 
horse's girth in much the same moderate compass 
as his own. Between its ragged, rubbed-out tail 
and Dolores's shabby, straggling locks there is a 
striking resemblance, and altogether, what with the 
bother of the little doctor, the nastiness of Dolores, 
and the unpromising appearance of the day, we hope 
the considerate reader will excuse Tom Scott slip- 
ping up to the sign of the " Haymaker " to get a 

glass of brandy and water. 

* « « « « 

Hark ! here come horses ! Three red coats heave 
in sight on the sheep-walk road, visible as they pass 
the gaps and bits of walls built into the ragged 
hedge, where the village and pedestrian depreda- 
tions have extinguished all hopes of the quicks being 
permitted to grow. 

The sight of red coats is cheering. " No knowing 
but the hounds may come yet," said Scott to him- 
self, as he returned, feeling like a giant refreshed, 
"throw off J have a glorious run, old Dolores be 
trundled into a black bog, and the hounds run into 
their fox on the hill above Hawbuck Grange." 

" The horses' hoofs sound louder than I like," 
continued he, cocking his ear to the east wind, " for- 
biddingly keen;" but no sportsman ever forgets 
that the celebrated Billesden Coplow run took 
place under similar unfavourable circumstances. 

The tramp of horses approaches. 
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What a noise the riders make! Their jabber 
sounds on the clear frosty air as if they were close 
by, though they are still a quarter of a mile oflF. 
"Hah! hah! hah!" what a laugh. There it is 
again! ' "Haw! haw! haw!" deeper and deeper 
stm. " He ! he ! he ! " a third voUey. The hounds 
must be coming, and they know it. There goes 
the baccy ! Smoking and all. How clear that puff 
by the gate curled up in the pure air : Lord how 
they laugh ! That must be a capital joke, for they 
are all " haw ! haw ! hawing ! " together. Who 
can they be ? 

" As I live," exclaimed our friend Scott, " the 
Muffs, and old Tom Tinhead ! " 

Fortunately Scott made the discovery just in time 
to enable him to slip back to the sign of the Hay- 
maker, from the cowshed at the end of which he 
surveyed the scene and overheard the conversation. 

Up came great " Muff Tarquinius," as Trumper 
calls him, full fig, in a spick and span hat, new 
bright scarlet coat, with the corner of a white cam- 
bric handkerchief peeping out of the breast pocket, 
a sky blue satin cravat, embroidered with roses and 
lilies, a roll collar waistcoat, most unexceptionable 
leathers, and shining jack boots, set off with bright 
heavy spurs, running most desperately to neck. 
Tarquinius Muff is an immense man ; we dare say 
he rides eighteen stone, and sits full souse on his. 
horse, for all the world like a five thousand a year 
man, as he is. Could he have been certain that 
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the hounds would not come he would not have had 
a care, in the world, for he was " got up" for the 
drawing-rooi!n and not for the cover side. Just the 
man for a frosty day. 

Bad as old Muff is we really think he is better 
than his brother, Blatheremskite. Blatheremskite 
affects the coachman ; but his favourite " Rover" 
and "Telegraph" being off the road, he mourns 
their glories in the dress of a coachman, which he 
cleverly adapts to all the pursuits of life. His 
shining silk hat is as round "as a cheese, and as 
flat as a flounder." His hair is close-cropped, and 
his white shawl cravat is secured by a massive gold 
coach-and-four pin, forcing its way above the step 
collar of his long, coachman-cut, rough, drab vel- 
vety-looking, waistcoat, with a double row of flap 
pockets. His stout, India rubber cloth, strait-cut, 
cuffless scarlet, is a compound of stitching, back 
strapping, and flaps. The narrow collar has a 
strong do'uble hem, the seams behind are back 
strapped, and there is a curious device of strength 
just above the waist buttons, looking as though 
he expected a trial of strength with the garment 
generally, or a game of " pull devil, pull baker," 
with the laps. The outside pockets are guarded 
with ample double-stitched flaps, out of the 
mouth of one of which what he would call a 
" bird's eye fogle " appears, while the other has got a 
decided drag downwards from the frequent occupa- 
tion of his hand. The front buttons are firmly set 
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in on a separate strip of cloth> and about the centre 
of the breast is a small sort of watch-pocket, as if 
he had to time himself constantly. The broad 
greenish- coloured patent cord breeches, buttoning 
in front with mother-of-pearl buttons, come a long 
way down the leg, where they at last meet a pair of 
receding tops, the length of the breeches and the 
shortness of the boots producing the observation 
from Tom Bowles, the first whip and wag of the 
hunt, that " he supposed Mr, Blatheremskite paid 
double price for one and half price for the other." 
The long tops are of the roseate tint, and the thick 
double soles are of a texture to resist any quantity 
of wet ; all very weU for a coachman paddling about 
a coach in sloppy weather, but perfectly unnecessary 
for even the most inveterate "leader over" of a fox- 
hunter. His action, as well as his dress, is that of 
the' coachman. He holds his reins, and works his 
arms, as if he were on the box; and, altogether, he 
is about as great a snob as the great* historian 
of " Snobs" himself could wish to draw. 

" Hallo, doctor!" exclaimed Mufi^to our friend 
of the yellow ochres as the trio turned into the 
road, "halloo, doctor! at it again; keen dog, keen 
dog, very." 

Doctor Podgers acknowledged the compliment 
by raising his hat to the limit of the hunting 
string. 

" Where are the hounds ?" asked Mufi; 

" Not come," replied the doctor. 
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" Not come !" retorted Muff; " why what's hap- 
pened ?" 

" I think it will be the frost," observed an earth- 
stopping gamekeeper, touching his hat, and crack- 
ing an ice-star with his staff. 

" Frost ?" exclaimed Muff; " there's no frost to 
hurt." 

" None whatever ! " assented Blatheremskite, 
breaking an upshot column of smoke against his hat 
brim* 

" Oh, they're sure to come," rejoined Muff, after 
a pause, hoping they wouldn't, adding, "there's no 
frost in the ground, none whatever.'^ 

"It's hard here," observed the gamekeeper, 
tapping his hob-nailed shoes against the ground. 

" Oh, but that wiU give by twelve o'clock ; see 
what a sun there is overhead," continued Muff, 
looking up at the heavens. 

" They can't plough," observed the keeper, think- 
ing to clench the argument. 

" Ah, that's because they won't," replied Muff, 
turning to Brown with, a " what do you think of 
the matter, Mr Brown ? " 

Of course Brown, like all men at a meet, thought 
hounds were " sure to come ;" but mere opinion 
not having the effect of drawing them, after about 
ten minutes consumed in smoking and flopping 
their arms, the conversation began to take a down- 
hill turn, derogatory to the hounds and their ma- 
nagement. 

p 2 
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" Well, this is the slowest thing I ever saw in 
my life," exclaimed Muff, as his fears were quieted 
on recognising Tom Muffinmouth's face under a 
hunting cap, instead of that of one of the servants 
coming as he feared with the dread intelligence 
that the hounds would be there at twelve. 

" Well, this is the slowest thing I ever saw in 
my life," repeated he, tendering Tom the unusual 
compliment of a hand ; for Muff tries to combine 
the courtesy of the candidate with the open frank- 
ness of the fox- hunter. 

" What ?" inquired Tom, blushing, thinking Muff 
meant that his new sugar-loaf-shaped cap was 
the slowest thing he ever saw in his life ; nor would 
it have been far from the mark if he had said so. 

" The hounds not coming," replied Muff, with ill- 
feigned disgust ; Tom Muffinmouth assented, not- 
withstanding his blue nose and red-rimmed ears 
give striking evidence of the severity of the frost. 

" Neville's getting too old," observed Muff, with 
a toss of the head and flourish of the hand. " One 
doesn't like to say any thing in disparagement of 
an old man who has been a good one in his time," 
continued he, " but, between you and I, it's about 
time he was laid on the shelf." 

" Old Ben's aU bedavered, too," observed Dolores 
Brown mth a sneer ; "he never rides over a fence 
if he can get any one to pull it down. He set all 
my South Downs wrong the other day merely 
because he wouldn't ride over a hurdle." 
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With this and similar conversation the next 
quarter of an hour was beguiled, the perfect in- 
competence of t^e whole establishment becoming 
more clearly developed as the discussion proceeded, 
until, like Gil Bias's mule, it seemed all faults. 
A successor, who lived more in the centre of the 
country (like Muff), was faintly hinted at, and having 
allowed the discussion to run up to appropriating 
point. Muff adjourned the meeting, and attended 
by his staff, Blatheremskite and Tinhead, proceeded 
to Honeybower Hall to lunch and flirt with the 
Miss Ogleby's — for, shocking to relate, such is the 
lamentable destitution of country society, that these 
fine girls are forced to tolerate the Muffs, while 
Tinhead is pawned off on the old lady. 

As they disappeared in the distance, Scott came 
sneaking out of his hiding-place, intending to be 
off too, when a joyous " Yonder they come ! yonder 
they come ! " diffused pleasure over the faces of the 
hitherto disappointed-looking countrymen who had 
been losing a day in hopes of a hunt. We always 
pity a countryman under such circumstances. 
Strong must be the passion for hunting that in- 
duces a man to sacrifice his total income for that 
day for the pleasure of the chase. " Little think 
the great men," as Mr. Canning's friend of humanity 
said to the needy knife-grinder, when interrogating 
him about his misfortunes, " little think the great 
men," say we, " mounted on their spicy steeds, 
with cigars in their mouths, and good dinners in 
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view at the end of the day, how much better they are 
off than the poor pedestrian, who returns leg-weary 
and worn to his home, without even the usual 
humble fare his labour would have procured him." 
The cynic may say he had no business out 
hunting ; but sportsmen will take a kinder view of 
the case, and feel for the man whose ardour has 
carried him into a pleasure that he cannot afford. 
Let sportsmen do more ! Let them put their hands 
in their pockets and give them a shilling. 

Money thus bestowed is not always wasted, as 
we will prove by an incident that happened to our 
friend Scott last season. He was riding over a 
half-finished bridge on the "Grand Gammon and 
Spinach Junction Railway," when the taskmaster, 
timekeeper, overlooker, or whatever they call the 
man in authority, exclaimed, as the hounds caused 
the navvies to pause and look up from their work, 
" Come ! drop it at once^ or stick to it !" causing a 
struggle between duty and inclination, ending, how- 
ever, in the general triumph of duty, and return to 
the digging. Two men only out of above forty 
threw down their spades, and, mounting their 
flannels, set off after the hounds. 

" You are fond of a hunt then ?" said Scott, as 
they came running past him. 

"'Deed am I, your honour ! '^ replied the first, 
whose good-natured, open countenance proclaimed 
him an Emeralder, even before he spoke. 

" Well, then. 111 give you a shilling," said Scott, 
handing them each one. 
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" Long life to your honour ! " exclaimed one. 

" Sure you're a worshipful jontleman," observed 
the other. 

After crossing the railway they came upon the 
rich vale of Grassmere, rich in agricultural posses- 
sions, lavish in black bogs, and renowned for the 
width and bottomlessness of its drains. What 
persuaded old Ben, who was merely going from 
cover to cover, to cross it, we don't know, but the 
field were presently at a cut that set the " funkers' 
nerves a-shaking," as the song says. It wasn't a 
large place, but it was a deep one^ and the three or 
four first horses breaking the somewhat undermined 
banks, it began to look wider and wider, till Tarqui- 
nius Muff's famous water-jumper. Harlequin, coming 
up full tilt, made a regular " stand and deliver," 
shooting his luckless rider overhead in the muddy 
water. 

Splash, splash, blob, blob, up and down, back- 
wards and forwards. Muff went, now calling 
out for help, now emptying his hat, now fishing 
for his whip, now feeling for his gloves, in the 
dripping, forlorn, drowned-rat, pitiable-looking 
state of an extinguished exquisite, setting those 
who had got across laughing, and those who were 
on the wrong side wishing " they were well over." 

There wasn't a man there but whose horse would 
have taken the cut (according to their own ac- 
counts), if Tarquinius's had not set them the example 
of refusing, and diverting it was to see the half 

p 4 
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resolute, half timid way some of them rode at it, 
pretending to " shove," but in reality holding for a 
crane. 

" None but the bold deserve to clear the brook," 
and unless horse and rider are well agreed upon 
the point and go at it resolutely, it is far better 
to tie the whipthong to the snaffle rein, and lead 
over, or to blob in and out, any thing rather than 
a " stand and deliver," or a mutual recumbency in 
the bottom. We don't know a more humiliating 
sight than a man " rocking-horsing it " in a brook 
— now the head up, now the tail, now the tail, and 
now the head — till they either struggle out 
(perhaps on the wrong side), or part company, the 
horse perhaps setting off on an expedition of its 
own to discover the source or defluxion of the 
stream. 

Scott was riding the " young-un," the chestnut, 
a sweet horse, well worth a hundred to any of our 
readers, but with the common complaint of well- 
bred, young-uns — rayther given to bucking at 
water. In getting away from Coldbrook Gorse 
one day after just two rounds that showed there 
was a rare scent, and the crash and music of the 
bitches had raised any little remnant of pluck to 
its highest pitch, when, careering down the grass- 
field on the north side of the cover, Scott came 
upon Tarquinius Muff's former bed of roses before 
he knew where he was. He was up in his stirrups 
though, and seeing master Reynard travelling 
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away at a very business-like pace over a famous 
large pasture, he dropped the " Vincents " into the 
young-un, giving him a shake of the head, as much 
as to say, " Look what you're after." 

Down they came upon the brook. 

Tom thought nothing in the world could prevent, 
their being over, when, lo ! up bucked the young-un, 
Tom doesn't know how high, and dropped right 
into the middle of it. If he had only stretched 
himself to the extent that he rose, he would have 
cleared two such places. 

But we will draw the curtain over the remainder 
of that scene, and proceed to *' Brook No. 2." 

With a lively recollection of the misfortunes of 
No. 1. Tom contemplated the scene at No. 2. with 
any thing but pleasurable emotions. 

The " young-un " had not seen water since his 
immersion, though he set up his back and snorted 
as he came up as if he had a perfect recollection of 
it. Cold-blood^ water leaping, especially on a cold 
day, is always to be deprecated, and Tom was just 
going to practise what we preach, by knotting the 
point of his whip to the rein, and leading over, 
with " lots of line,'* when his Irish friend nudged 
his elbow. 

" Sure, your honour, I'll ride him over for you," 
said Paddy. 

" Will you ? " said Scott ; " but are you sure you 
can ride ? " 

" Arrah, by Jasus, and is it myself you ax that 
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question on ? Sure I was groom to the great Squire 
something, of O something Castle, who kept a 
stud of forty horses, besides milch cows, and a 
dacent sprinkling of pigs." 

With this his friend began poking his high-low 
into the stirrup, and having got the reins clubbed 
in his hand, in the true " hang-on-by-the-head " 
style, he was presently in the saddle, and turned 
away to get a run at the brook, so as to take it fly- 
ing. And very flying-like he looked, his wild hair 
straggling away from beneath a muffin cap, his 
loose flannel jacket filling with wind, and his red 
and green garter ends flowing about the saddle 
flaps as he went. 

Having taken a liberal distance, he forthwith 
began kicking and talking to the horse, increasing 
his speed and raising his voice as he went till he 
got him full gallop, when, with a flourish of his 
arm and a wild hier-r-r-o-s-h sort of shout, he sent 
him flying many feet beyond the ibremost boof- 
mark across the cut. 

" Ride mine over, Paddy ! and I'll give you a 
shilling ! " " Ride mine over, Paddy, and I'll give 
you half-a-crown ! " shouted several. 

" Sure but Til be losing the hunt if I do," replied 
Pat, dismounting and running away. 

There's a long story by way of parenthesis, sup- 
posed to be told on a frosty morning while waiting 
for hounds. We had just got to the outburst of 
joy that proceeded from the group of pedestrians 
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as old Ben and the hounds appeared, rounding 
Wenburg^ Hill in the distance, after giving the field 
a somewhat long wait, that looked very like not 
coming. The bustling pace at which they ap- 
proached, while it looked very like business, would 
have cut our story through in the middle, if we had - 
been allowed no longer time for the telling it than 
intervened between the view and the arrival. 

"Gently Kantipole! hie back!^^ rated Tom 
Bowles, as Kantipole dashed in advance to seek for 
her master in the crowd. 

" Here again, hounds, here again ! " exclaimed 
old Ben, with a whistle and wave of his hand, pull- 
ing up short at a gate to take the hounds into a 
grass field. 

" Good morning, Ben," said Scott, thinking that 
looked like throwing off — " What areyo\i going to 
do?" 

" Oh, I suppose we shall hunt. Sir," said Ben 
quite gaily, with a touch of his cap as he spoke. 

" Is Mr. Neville coming ? " asked Scott. 

" No, Sir, but he said we had to hunt, if we could. 
It'll do the hounds no harm." 

" Foxes nouther," observed Tom Bowles. 

" Tom Scott nouther," added our hero cheered by 
the intelligence. 

" We hav'n't been here since cub-hunting," ob- 
served Ben, " and the foxes want routing out sadly. 
There were three litters hereabouts, and the farmers 
are beginning to complain of the poultry. In such 
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a season as this we must just take every day we can 
get." 

" It's a bad season," observed Scott. 

" Shocking I " rejoined Ben, with a solemn look 
and shake of the head. 

" I see the sessions are coming on," observed Tom 
Bowles, " and they are advertising for people to 
send instructions for indicting prisoners. I wish 
some one would send instructions for indicting the 
weather. Talk about ether," added he, "for 
cutting folk's heads off when they're asleep, without 
hurtin' of them, I wish they'd etherise me, and let 
me sleep during a frost." 

It is odd how people " turn up " at a meet of 
hounds, let the hour be what it will. The select 
party had not consumed above five minutes in this 
sort of conversation before half-a-dozen horsemen 
of one sort and another appeared. 

Tom Griston and Giles Clapgate, both farmers, 
turned out of the Falcon, while Mr. Sheepskin of 
BossaU and Mr. Randall of Reay came riding to- 
gether, and then there was Tom Muffinmouth, and 
Podgers, and the earth-stopping gamekeeper, who 
had now got upon his pony. Best of all, Dolores 
Brown had taken his departure in the wake of the 
Muffs, the whole swearing that hounds not coming 
was the " slowest thing " they ever saw in their 
lives. 

" Well I suppose we may as well be going," ob- 
served Ben, eyeing the workpeople going home to 
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their dinners, adding, " it's twelve o'clock by these 
clocks, it seems, though I should say it waa half 
past twelve by the day." 

So saying, he whistled his hounds together, and 
trotted out of the field to the cover. 

This was a chain of woodlands, beginning at the 
village of Thornfield, and stretching into a wider 
range about two miles further on, where a wild and 
broken sort of country intervenes between the vales. 
Rossington Wood comes in here, a sort of amphi* 
theatre, formed of wooded hills round an area of 
warm, well-cultivated land, just the sort of place for 
a doubtful day. In went the hounds. 

They had not been in cover ten minutes before 
Tom Scott saw by the increased motion of Ben's 
shoulders and heels, that there was a scent afloat, 
though no hound as yet having spoke, Ben did not 
care to break the silence. 

At last, a low short whimper, more of a catch 
than a note, brought out a " have at him^ Brilliant, 
old boy," and presently Brilliant threw his tongue 
in a downright " I'll stake-my-reputation-there's-a- 
fox " sort of way, that convinced Ben there was 
one, though none of the others taking it up, Mr. 
Sheepskin, the solicitor, hinted that it was in con- 
sequence of Ben's cheer, and muttered something 
about its " not being right to lead hounds in that 
way." 

Brilliant presently dropped another note stiU 
deeper, that old Ben cheered to the echo ; and first 
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one and then another joined in the proclamation, 
upon which Sheepskin observed, " if there wasn't a 
fox they ought all to be sus. per col^ 

" Hoic I hoic I forrard I forrard /" screamed old 
Ben, and with one twang of the horn he went 
scrambling and tearing through the wood regardless 
of branches, briars, breeches, and boots. 

What a crash they made ! There were five-and- 
twenty couple of hounds, and every hound throwing 
his tongue, making the woods echo and re-echo to 
their music. 

They soon got to where the full width of the woods 
made it advisable to keep inside, when the softness 
and splashiness of the rides satisfied Tom Scott that 
old Ben had done right in throwing off. The 
horses sunk in the ground as they went, and threw 
the clay and mud about in a manner that was quite 
delightful considering the frost. Scott got stained 
in a way that would have done credit to November, 
and Sheepskin's great splay-footed black horse put 
his foot in a trod that sent the yellow water squirt- 
ing up into his master's face, and nearly blinded 
him. 

" You've got six-and-eight pence worth there, I 
think. Sir," said Tom Bowles, cantering past, as 
Sheepskin sat mopping his face, dying a cheap white 
silk handkerchief yellow. 

How much finer, wUder, and more natural is 
the cry of hounds in a large, resounding wood, 
than the close, suppressed muffle from a small. 
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confined gorse. Artificial covers are doubtless 
useful, but they detract sadly from the fine, 
riotous spirit of hunting. Our friends had a rare 
chivey to-day. We don't know how many foxes 
they viewed, but if the hounds changed they must 
have done it very quickly, for they were never off 
their noses. It takes a good deal of persuasion to 
induce a fox to leave a wood of several hundred 
acres, especially a wood where the travelling is more 
favourable to him than to the hounds, and possibly 
nothing but the fact of his having been hunted 
before, and being about as good a judge of pace as a 
Newmarket " tout," could have induced him to be 
satisfied with the two rings that he made of the 
amphitheatrish ground before he proceeded up the 
Dean to the west of it. 

Tljiere he was viewed by the foot people, " an 
enormous big-un ! " and " dead beat," of course ; 
and as he was getting into more circumventable 
covers, and the scent was first-rate, Mr. Sheepskin 
expressed his opinion that he was as good as 
" realised." 

It is seldom that anybody says a good word for 
a fox, but this certainly was a most accommodating 
one ; for instead of taking the high ground, and 
sending the field skating and sliding about at the 
risk of their limbs, he ran the bottoms, and those 
he selected with considerable judgment. He took 
them up Apedale Dean, through the Buckland 
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Bog, and past the Decoy at Casterton, scarcely 
crossing a dozen enclosures the whole way. His 
line was then Swinbrook Plantations, where he 
hung a bit, having been headed by some shooters, 
and probably driven from his point, for he took 
down the little valley of the Dingle, and was pre- 
sently into Hardingham Plantation. 

One loses one's latitude and longitude so des- 
perately out hunting, especially in cover, that 
Scott had no idea which side of the plantations 
they came out at, or where they were going, further 
than that some well-hung green gates, and better 
cultivated land, betokened prosperity. 

They clattered through the gates, making the 
hard ground resound with their horses' hoofs, while 
the frosty air was filled with the cry of the pack, 
now running frantic for blood. 

The nimble and accommodatingly disposed reader 
will now perhaps have the kindness to transport 
him or herself to Honeybower Hall, and imagine 
the Muffs palavering the young ladies, while old 
Tom Tinhead is billeted on " mamma." 

We need not trouble them with their balderdash ; 
howthey abused " old Neville," and ridiculed the idea 
of hounds not coming, and how Tarquinius talked 
of " taking the country himself if they didn't make 
him represent it," and so on, as being matter quite 
as easily imagined as described. For that piece of 
leniency, however, we must request the reader — 
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non-luncheon eater though he* maybe — to accom- 
pany the party to the parlour, where the usual 
savoury hashes are commingled with jellies, roast 
potatoes, and cold fowls — Hiesos'SOS'SOs-sos I 

^^Harkl'^ exclaimed Muff in the middle of a 
merry-thought : "I thought I heard the horn," con- 
tinued he, rising and going to the bay window 
which opens to the ground. 

Muff was right. It was old Ben sounding a 
requiem over his fox in the park on the east side 
of the hall, a view that never having taken of it 
before caused Scott not to recognise it, till Muff 
stepped out of the window on to the lawn. 

"Why, there's Mr. Muff!" exclaimed our friend, 
as he recognised Muff's great white stomach between 
his black jacks and red coat. 

" So it is ! " replied Ben. " This will be Honey- 
bower Hall, I dare say," observed he, looking at 
the house, with the right of entry air of a Fox- 
hunter. 

Ben had now got the brush and head in 
hand, and the pads being distributed, up went 
the fox and down it came rolling right into the 
jaws of the whole fifty hounds. 

" WhO'hoop I tear him and eat him I Who-hoop /" 

" I'll teU you what, Tom," said Scott to the whip 
as soon as the latter had satisfied himself with 



* Ladies are always luncheon eaters, so we need not put 
^ she "here. 
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hooping and screeching while the hounds worried 
the fox, "111 tell you what, I'll give you a 
guinea if you'll go and present Mr. Tarquinius 
Muff with the brush," pointing to Muff as he stood 
at the window, surrounded by the ladies, like a 
cock of the midden. 

"I'll soon do that for nothing,'* replied Tom, 
taking the brush from the huntsman, and shuffling 
away in the crab-like fashion of a whipper-in, up 

to the house. 

• • * • • 

" Please, sir," said he, touching his cap, as he 
saw a frown o'erspreading Muff's ample face 
instead of the smile that usually irradiates a man 
about to be honoured. " Please, sir, Ben has made 
free to sead you the brush, and is sorry you've 
missed the run." 

" Is he?'' sneered Muff. " I feel much flattered 
by his condescension," at the same time sticking 
his hands under his coat-tails to remove all idea of 
his accepting the offer. 

" Pray where is Mr. Neville ?" asked he, after a 
pause. 

" He's not out, sir," replied Tom, with another 
touch of the cap. 

" Not outl^' exclaimed Muff. " You don't mean 
to say you've thrown off without him ?" 

" Master said we were to hunt if we could, and 
there was anybody there." 

"Well, and who have you had ?" asked Muff. 
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" Oh, there's Mr. Scott, and Mr. Sheepskin, and 
Mr. Brown, and Mr. Kandall of Keay, and several 
others," replied Tom. 

" They are not owners of covers, I think, " 
snapped Muff. 

" Hazelhanger belongs to Mr. Scott," observed 
Bowles. 

" Well, you know your orders best," observed 
Muff pompously, " but if you were my servants, I 
should say you had done extremely wrong in 
throwing off on such a day, especially to such a 
field, disturbing such an extent of country ;" where- 
upon he gave a loud hem^ and returned with the 
ladies to the luncheon, repeating as he went, " ex^ 
tremely wrong^ indeed I ^^ 

" Vain his attempt who strives to please them all !" 



^ 2 
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CHAP. XII. 



THE BAD MEET. 



" Oh ! yau — au — Neville's at the chase. Monday," 
puffed great Captain Rasher through a mouthful 
of mustachios in his barrack-room at Scrapetin, as 
he read the county paper. " Sha!nH go — never 
get a run — confounded woodland place — up to 
one's horse's hocks all the day in mud and clay — 
bad for curbs " — with which observation the man 
of war settled the matter ; and being the hunting 
authority of the regiment, of course all the subs 
followed suit. Lieutenant Scrimagour denounced 
it as the most uncivilised place that ever was seen ; 
and little Comet Muttonjaw, who is just weaned 
and entered to hunting, swore " Ke wouldn't go if 
anybody would lend him a horse and give him five 
pounds into the bargain." 

So they settled the matter in barracks. 

" I sha'n't hunt to-morrow, William," said Tar- 
quinius Muff, strutting into his stable at the four 
o'clock feeding time, with his friend old Major Tin- 
head, to show off his stud. It's the most confounded 
nasty place to get away from that ever was seen, 
and a very likely one for an accident. Strip 
that horse, Tom," said Muff to helper No 1., who 
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had just replaced the clothing, "and let the major 
see him." 

" There /" exclaimed Muff, as the lad swept the 
highly-finished richly-lettered clothing over the 
horse's quarters again. " There^^^ repeated he, ex- 
tending his right arm, " I call that shape. You may 
go up to him," continued he, seeing the major stand 
in the vacant way people do when called upon to 
admire a horse in a stable, " you may go up to him 
— he's quite quiet;" whereupon Tinhead availed 
himself of Muff's liberality, and squeezed up the 
stall till he got beside the servant, when he under- 
went the usual penalty of spanning the horse's 
knee, grasping his pastern, admiring his loins, and 
criticising his colour. 

Muff then rewarded him by making him do 
" ditto " by another, and so on through the five ; 
four hunters and a hack being Muff's comple- 
ment, though one would do all his work. We 
need scarcely say that Tinhead is Muffs toadey. 
He looks like a toadey — a little shrivelled, parch- 
ment-faced, precise, old-maidish sort of animal, 
that nine men out of ten would take a dislike to at 
first sight without knowing why. 

" You may exercise the horse to-morrow, as well 
as the mare," said Tom Talkington to his half 
groom, half flunkey, " I sha'n't go to that beastly 
Chase — was nearly smothered in a bog the last 
time I was there." 

"What horse will you ride to-morrow, sir?" 

Q 3 
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asked Joe Beans of his master, Mr. Muffintnouth 
as the latter came in from coursing. ^ To-morrow ! ' 
exclaimed Muffinmouth, "to-morrow — what's to- 
morrow ?" 

" The Chase," replied Beans. 

" The Chase be hanged," replied Muffinmouth, 
turning on his heel as though it were not worth a 
thought. 

Every country has its proscribed meet — its 
place that "nobody thinks of going to," which 
redeems itself every now and then by some tremen- 
dous run, drawing all the chatterers back, to be 
choked off by degrees, and Abbeycroft Chase is the 
" beastly place " of Mr. Neville's hunt ; not that it 
is a bad place, looking at it as far as the interests 
of hounds are concerned, for it is sporting-like and 
spacious, and lying on the verge of two countries, 
is always full of foxes belonging to each. In short, 
it is one of those sort of places that requires 
routing out every fortnight or so, in order to be 
sure of finding foxes in the smaller ones. Its 
great imperfection undoubtedly is the absence of 
fences and leaps, which are hardly compensated 
for by sundry terrific bogs that dye a red coat 
black in no time. Still that is not the sort of 
excitement Capt. Rasher, Comets Muttonjaw and 
Shaver, or such like cocks, delight in ; they want 
a cutting whip, and a line of flags through four 
miles of stiff country, with a break-back brook in 
the middle. 
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Long life and two necks to each of them, say we ! 

Neither is the out-of-the-way locality of the 
Chase, nor the wild sylvan beauty of its scenery, 
attractive to men like the Muffs, who prefer basking 
in the sunshine of sloping lawns, or the gentle 
undulations of the deer-stocked parks of turreted 
towers. 

If a large extent of rideable woodland, with wild- 
ness and boldness at every step, has any charms 
for fox hunters, Abbeycrofk Chase ought to rank 
high; and though too many foxes undoubtedly 
lead to changing, still if hounds have the luck to 
get settled to a good one at starting, and there is 
anything of a scent, he must either fly or be twisted 
up in cover. 

If it were a favourite place its situation would 
be convenient for the commingling of the apricot- 
coloured coats of the Dazzlegoose Hunt with the 
British scarlet of Mr, Neville's ; but save just after 
some redeeming run, which is most likely magnified 
to stag-hunters' measure who, we are sorry to say, 
often lie (under a mistake, of course, as Lord Byron 
said), they seldom muster more than ten or a dozen, 
independently of farmers. 

But we will take Monday's meet as a sample. 

It was almost the first real hunting day our 
friend Tom Scott and Co. had had after the most 
disreputable season of 1846-7, turned the Tatten- 
ham Comer of 1847, and as Tom got on to his 
hack, he felt the sort of spring glow that almost 

Q 4 
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persuades one into growing. The colt's coat had 
a kindly glossy hue, which underwent no change 
on opening the stable door, though he stood 
immediately opposite. A horse's coat furnishes a 
pretty good criterion of the state of the atmosphere, 
far better than one of those curious old instruments 
in bottles which profess to show everything, though, 
if they are all like ours, they only show the pur- 
chaser's stupidity in buying them. 

" The Chase " is an unmeasured fourteen miles 
from Hawbuck Grange, to do which Tom allows 
himself two hours and a half. When he got to 
where the Galton cross-road joins the Hardingham 
turnpike, he saw, by the great splay footmarks on 
the lifting mud, that the hounds were " on," and 
he presently got a glimpse of a red coat passing a 
gap in a plantation beyond. Hounds' feet certainly 
do not show to advantage in sticky soil, and no- 
body would have thought that Mr. Neville's round 
ball-footed dog pack would have left such great 
slovenly-looking imprints behind them. 

The meet was at a beggarly farmhouse just on 
the confines of the Chase ; a farm that has brought 
more people on the parish than all the rest of the 
township put together. 

When our friend arrived he found even Mr. 
Trumper's attention was drawn from the powerful 
pack, now stretching and rolling about on the 
soundest part of the much plunged green, to the 
picture of misery and desolation before him. 
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"Did you ever see such a place, Mr. Scott?" 
asked Trumper, pointing to the dilapidated house, 
with the windows pasted over with paper, or stuffed 
full of straw and old hats. " Just look at those 
stacks," added he, pointing to three or four crooked 
half-covered com stacks, slipping out of their ropes, 
on which the pigeons, poultry, and sparrows were 
regaling. 

" Good morning, Mr. Trumper, " exclaimed Mr. 
NevUle, bustling up on his hack, and shaking hands 
with our hero ; adding, " I'm very glad to see you 
out with my hounds. " 

" Thank you, sir," replied Mr. Trumper, making 
his obeisance. 

" And how are your hounds going on ?" asked 
Mr. Neville, for he is one of the few masters of 
foxhounds who are not jealous of harriers. 

" Oh, middling well, sir, thank you, " replied 
Trumper ; " we began our season early, and had 
some good running up to the end of November, 
but we've done nothing almost since. " 

"Nor we," replied Mr. Neville, "nor we; 
nothing, at least, to speak of. Runs that we 
should have thought nothing of last year are 
magnified into splendid ones this. " 

" Ay, that'll be your fine pen-and-ink gentleman, 
I presume," said Trumper; adding, "I've been 
suffering a little in that way myself. I'll goose 
and dumplin them, " continued he, with a shake of 
the head. 
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" You've got the old horse still, I see," said Mr. 
Neville, eyeing our friend Golumpus. 

" Ay, the Yorkshire horse, " replied Trumper, 
lifting his long green lap up so as to show the 
horse's great round barrel, adding, " good horse, 
varry. " 

" What a size he is ! " observed Mr. Neville. 

" I don't like to be stinted, " replied Trumper, 
quite incontinently. 

" I know you don't," rejoined Mr. Neville, with a 
smile. 

"What age is that horse, now?" inquired Mr. 
Neville, after a pause. 

" He'll be seventeen this grass," replied Trumper. 
" This is his tenth season, and he's as fresh as a 
four-year old. " 

"You didn't begin riding him till he was seven, 
I think," observed Mr. Neville. 

"He wasn't broke till he was six," replied 
Trumper, '*but then he comes of a good sort — a 
M'Orville — all the M'Orvilles are natural hunters, 
and you save a season or two that way. Mr. Muff 
Tarquinius wanted to buy him, " added Trumper ; 
" indeed he sent his groom for him with a blank 
cheque for me to fill up, and very much astonished 
the man was at not getting him away. * Do you 
think he is strong enough to carry your master?' 
asked I. 

" ' Indeed I think he is,' replied the man, cau- 
tiously. 
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" ' Then I think he's strong enough to carry me/ 
added I ; ' so I won't part with him.' Tarquinius 
has never been quite friendly with me since," added 
Trumper. 

" Whose horses are those ?" asked Mr. Neville of 
a diminutive tiger who now rode round the comer 
of the stackyard with a couple of splendid animals, 
just as Mr. Neville had exchanged his hack for his 
hunter. 

" My Lord Lazytongs', " replied the lad with a 
touch of his hat. 

" And whose are those?" asked Mr. Neville, as 
two more hove in sight. 

" My Lord Lazy tongs', too," replied the speaker. 

" What's his lordship going to ride/(?wr ?" asked 
Mr. Neville, with a smile. 

" No, sir, those are for Captain Windeyhash,'* 
replied the lad. 

" And where are they coming from ?" asked Mr. 
Neville. 

"From Dawdle Court, sir," replied the lad. 
" We are from Newbolt this morning." 

" Dawdle Court! " exclaimed Mr. Neville — "why, 
that's thirty miles off." 

" Five-and-twenty, sir," replied the groom, who 
had now come up, having given the benefit of his 
superior weight to the Windeyhash detachment. 

" They'll never come^^' whispered Scott, remem- 
bering the Ecclesford Green day. 
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"We must wait a few minutes," observed Mr. 
Neville, " for gentlemen who are coming so far. " 

" Is his lordship riding ?" asked Mr. Neville of 
the groom, after a pause. 

" He conies in the carriage as far as Danebury 
Hill, sir," replied the man, "where there are hacks 
waiting to bring him on to Newbolt, and there are 
fresh ones again at Newbolt." 

"Humph," considered Mr. Neville, meditating 
how long he ought to wait for gentlemen who had 
made so much preparation. 

" Do you think they'll come? " asked he, after a 
pause and a lapse of some minutes. 

" Why, I should think so, sir," replied the groom. 
" Our orders were very particular — half-past ten 
to a minute; it's a quarter to eleven now," added 
he, pulling out his watch. 

" Is there any one at Dawdle Court ?" asked Mr. 
Neville. 

"Oh yes, sir; the house is full of company. 
Indeed, I know his lordship wants to be back at 
half-past two, to shoot a match. " 

^^ The deuce he does I ^^ exclaimed Mr. Neville; 
" then I think I'd better throw off, and have a fox 
on foot for him against he comes. " So saying, he 
gave the usual jerk of his head to old Ben, and the 
glad pack at length bounded away to Ben's whistle. 

"Shoot!" said Mr* Trumper to Scott, as the 
latter came alongside, adding — "That's the queer- 
est style of hunting I ever heard of. I should 
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have thought fox-hunting was amusement enough 
for any man for one day. " 

Before they reached the first straggling brush- 
wood on the rising ground of the " Chase" that 
the hounds condescend to draw, a brimstone- 
coloured coat was seen sailing through the fields 
below at a very first-rate pace. 

^^ Crash*'* the wearer went through a rotten 
wattled hurdle; ^^swich^ he divided a live thorn 
fence; "down" he sent a row of rails, and so the 
wearer went careering triumphantly on till he was 
most ignominiously brought up by a sheep net. 

" That'll be my lord," said Mr. Trumper, eyeing 
his' lordship's long legs working away at the nag 
to make it face the nets, " He'd better leave that 
game alone," added he, with a shake of the head, 
as the animal turned tail to the stakes. 

TooUe^ tootle^ tootle I blew Mr. Neville on his horn, 
to let his lordship see where the hounds were ; for 
there was a direct way up from the enclosures into 
the Chase, through a most conspicuous new white 
gate, but Mr. Neville's intimation had just a con- 
trary effect to what was intended, and converted 
the affair of the nets into a sort of " eyes-of-Eng- 
land-are-upon-you " point of honour. Seeing he 
was observed, his lordship was more determined to 
take the nets, and making a considerable semi- 
circle, he again charged them most stoutly. 

No ; deuce a bit ! the horse wouldn't have them, 
and round went the tail as before. 
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A third charge ended in a similar result. 

Just as his lordship's hack turned tail for the 
fourth time, the biggest fox without any exception, 
that Tom Scott ever sat eyes on, crossed the glade 
towards which they were riding in the most 
haughty, disdainful, arrogant manner imaginable. 
He had his head in the air, and his brush in the air, 
and went careering along just like a colt turned 
into a strange field. He sniflfed the air, and 
threw his head about, as much as to say, " What 
the deuce do you mean, you disorderly dogs, by 
disturbing a gentleman in this way ? " As yet 
nothing but the horn had been heard. 

"7a%A(?/" screamed Mr. Neville, enlightening 
him on the subject, when down went the brush, 
and away shot the owner across the open, amid 
the tallyhos, and screams, and screeches of the 
field, tiU a friendly copse screened him from view. 

How the dog pack made the welkin ring, as 
they scored to cry, and every hound owned the 
scent ! Echo answered echo, till one might have 
thought there were a hundred couple of hounds at 
work. 

^'Moy O-oiesT^ exclaimed old Trumper, sucking 
in the melody, " but that's /-(?-(?-2W." 

Screech ! screech I went the horn, " crack, crack," 
went the whips, but there wasn't the slightest 
occasion for either, only servants are afraid if they 
don't make a noise, people may think the hounds 
kill the fox and not them. 
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They now dived into the thick of the Chase, 
where lofty forest trees supplied the place of stunted 
oaks, and crags and rocks appeared hurled promis- 
cuously around. 

The riding, though not bad, at least not bad for 
woodland riding, required a sharp eye both above 
and below to keep the riders' heads on their shoul- 
ders for the trees, and their horses on their legs for 
the bogs. 

The Chase bogs are a very peculiar kind of bog * ; 
not that nervous, protracted blob, blob, blob, 
" deeper and deeper still," of moors and heaths, 
but deep, black, over-head-and-ears-at-once sort of 
places that a horse should clear in his stride. 
Some of them are awfully deep, though not very 
holding, a late occupant looking more like a man 
out of an inkstand than out of a mud cart. To 
be sure the places are tolerably marked by the 
unhealthy green, and yellow, and grey moss on 
the stunted birch trees, as also by the hassocky 
ground and coarse reedy grass about, but strangers 
are seldom satisfied of the real importance of a 
Chase bog until they have fathomed one. After 
that they ride to a "leader," as they all did 
to-day. That leader was old Ben, who has a sort of 
map of the bogs in his head. How he sailed away 
to be sure, hopping over them just like water fur- 
rows, trusting as much to his voice as his reins for 
making his old mare leap. Horses are much like 
sheep in the leaping line, when one begins, the 
* "New Foresters." 
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rest generally follow ; much in the same strain, too, 
as wiU often have been observed by men whose 
horses have made tremendous leaps over "nothings," 
merely because the one before them leapt wide. 
Ben had the best of it, barring the risk, for before 
they had gone very far, the black daubs, and spots, 
and stains on the white breeches and ties showed 
who rode behind and who didn't. It was no time 
for stopping, however; indeed we question that 
any horse worthy the name of a hunter would have 
submitted to be pulled up with such ravishing music 
before him. If he did, we are sure the man on his 
back wouldn't deserve to be called a sportsman. 
Forrard 1 they went, making every bunny on the 
ground and tom-tit in the trees quiver with fear. 

We often wondered whether there is such a thing 
in the world as a man whose heart wouldn't leap 
into his mouth at the sound of a pack of hounds in 
full cry. We should think not ; at least, if there 
is, we should be very sorry to back a bill for him. 
To-day would have been a grand one to try him. 

None of the field who were out seemed deficient 
in sporting spirit, for they went at a pace that 
might be called truly awful — awful considering the 
squire traps, trees, and other contingencies. 

There was no time for politeness — no time for 
saying, " Take care, sir, or you'U be getting your 
eyes scratched out," or, "Mind what you're after, 
sir, or you'll be getting your head in your hand ;" 
it was every man for himself and the mud take 
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the hindmost. If the hounds ran musically, the 

field rode mute. And here let us pause to pay 

a tribute of respect to dog packs generally. There 

is something fine and noble in the appearance of 

the great strong animals, and theirs is a far 

honester, more substantial, John Bullish style of 

hunting, than the quick sharp whimper and cut 

away of the bitches. The dogs seem to say to the 

horses, " Come along, my hearties, and let us enjoy 

ourselves together," while the bitches seem as if 

they were always wanting to steal a march upon 

the nags, and to have all the sport to themselves. 

The dogs look grand and noble ; something to " fill 

the eye," as Trumper says. 

Away, away, away the field went, now alongside 

of the hounds, now behind, now perhaps a leetle 

before. Reynard picked his ground with judgment. 

A check at last ensued- 

* * « * ^ 

" He's into the enclosure ! " said old Ben, eyeing 
Brilliant jumping at the high palings— "y(?(?i over 1 
they go," hallooed he as a whole bevy of hounds 
charged the palings in line. 

" He^s down /" cried Ben, holding his hand in the 
air for silence whilst he listened for the sound of 
their tongues in the dean. 

" The're on him again !" (added he, as a slight 
whimper burst into full cry). 

" Get together hounds 1 get together I " hallooed 

R 
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Tom Bowles, crax^king his whip, though there wasn^t 
a straggler to be seen. 

"We must be inside," observed Mr. Neville, 
hustling along with a great patch of black mud ou 
the side of his hat that looked for all the world 
like a cockade. 

" There's a bridle-gate just below," observed Ben, 
who knows every point and pass in the country. 

They were presently at it ; — a nasty place it was, 
too, as most wood bridle-gates are — boggy and 
plungy, with a pair of most resolute posts for a 
hot horse to dash his rider's legs against. 

"One at a time, and it'll last the longer!" ex- 
claimed Mr. Neville, cocking up his knees to avoid 
a collision. 

"/'K feaci," observed Mr. Trumper, throwing 
himself from the now lathered Golumpus. 

" Why, what a mess you're in, Beaney ! " ob- 
served "Trumper, eyeing Beanstack's desperately 
bespattered front. 

" Am I ? " replied the now purple-faced Bean- 
stack ; " I can't be much worse than yourself ; look 
at your breeches ! " 

The time for estimating dilapidations, however, 
was not yet come, and having all blobbed through 
the gateway in some fashion or other, and . Mr. 
Trumper having climbed on to Golumpus again, 
they now found themselves in a better managed 
part of the Chase. In lieu of the natural straggling 
glades and rotten inundations of land', they were 
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among regular grassy rides, diverging in all direo 
tions through thriving plantations, whose open 
bottcan afforded every facility to the chase. 

The hounds pushed their fox through as straight 
as an arrow, 

" If there's half such a scent in the open as there 
is in cover," observed Mr. Neville, " we shall have 
him in hand in ten minutes." 

"Hark! he^s down^^ exclaimed he, as a sudden 
burst of melody to the left proclaimed the fox had 
turned at last. 

*^ He mu8t break," said Mr. Neville, turning too, 

" or be killed in cover. Hark ! I believe they have 

him," added he, as a sudden lull ensued. 

« « * « * 

" No, he'll be away," said old Ben, spurring his 
horse into a canter, and making for the spot; 
adding, " I'll be bi^nd he's just slipped back at the 
woodman's cottage below." 

A loud, long, shrill tallyho! almost instantly 
confirmed Ben's surmise, and on scuttling away to 
the gate they found the second whip with his cap 
in the air, in the high state of excitement lads are 
generally in who have ** viewed the fox." 

" Hoop ! hoop 1 hoop I " screamed he, turning 
his horse, and sweeping his cap towards the ground 
on the line the fox had gone. 

Out poured the hounds ; crash came Ben, horn 
in hand, through the wattled fence ; and the scene- 

• K 2 
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shifter having changed the slides, the second act of 
the drama commenced in the open. 

What an open it was, too ! And how the top of 
the* rising ground, up which the fox had gone, 
favoured the view ! After hugging and holding up 
the hiU, they looked upon the rich vale of Bright- 
well, the vaunted " crack " of the Dazzlegoose 
country. Large grazing grounds stretched away 
in fertile greenness, while what arable land there 
was showed sound and brown on the surface. 
There is something fine in running slap into an 
adjoining country. It is a sort of sporting foray^ 
which enables us to compliment our friends on the 
sport they unwillingly afibrd us. The old spirit, 
in fact, that instigated the Pjrtchley man of old to 
exclaim to his horse, as the fox went away into 
Leicestershire — 



-" Now, Contract," said Dick, 



" But well show these d — d Quornites the trick." 

Loving and sociable as fox hunters undoubtedly 
are in the aggregate, still there is always a strong 
feeling of jealousy between neighbouring packs. 
On this occasion the Dazzlegoose men began to 
hustle their horses and show in front as the hounds 
pointed for their vale, as though they thought it 
incumbent on them to do the honours of the 
country. ' ' Recumbent " — one of them — Dick Jel- 
lyhead — very soon was, for his trouble. The fox 
having taken the old Swinbrook road, for a couple 
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of hundred yards, which runs parallel vnth the 
hiUs from whence they had all just descended, and 
the hounds, after running that distance nearly 
mute, suddenly burst into chorus on the grassy 
side of the road next the vale, and in another 
instant they flew over the fence, formed of a bank 
with a hedge on the top, into the adjoining pas- 
ture. 

The fox had run the inside of the fence, and 
there was a gate from the road into the field a 
little before, but Jellyhead, disdaining such chicken- 
hearted work, pulled his hairy-heeled steed across, 
and shoved him at the bank. 

Perhaps there is not a more promising way of 
getting a fall than pulling a horse up short, and 
shoving him away from his companions. Inde- 
pendently of this, JeUy's horse didn't look like a 
flyer. We don't want to buy him, therefore we 
have no interest in disparaging him ; but we shall 
convey an idea of the style of the animal when we 
say that he was a sort of horse that a dealer would 
declare " looked solitary without the gig at his 
tail" — a good machiner; thirty pounds' worth, 
perhaps. 

One sometimes sees an affinity between rider * 
and horse ; indeed we have seen them alike in the 
face, and between Jellyhead and his there was a 
decided similarity of cut. They were both stout, 

♦ Sir Robert Peel, for instance, stamps about on a bay, the 
counterpart of himself. 

B 3 



246 THE BAD MEET* 

square^ clamsy-made looking creatures, and the 
broad cut of Jellyhead's laps corresponded with the 
square dock of the horse's tail. This resemblance 
was painfully apparent when, having mounted the 
fence, the laps flew up in response to the tail, the 
master ^^ spread-eagling " as the horse went down 
on his head on the £blt side — a melancholy example 
of disappointed " show off." Fortunately the 
ground was soft, or there is no saying but such a 
head as " Jelly's " even might have suffered. 

When the rest of the sportsmen got into the 
field by the gate, they found him busy pulling his 
head out of his hat, with the unconcerned air 
men assume when the crown lies at their feet. 
The insensate author of the misfortune was grazing 
quietly at the hedge-row, just as if nothing had 
happened. This, too, in spite of the hounds pour- 
ing up the side of the field, pointing straight into 
the vale in defiance of all conjectures that the fox 
was back to the " Chase." 

Leaving the open for the vale is like leaving the 
camp for the thick of the fight ; but no one seemed 
at all concerned at the change. Even Mr. Trumper, 
who declines leaping altogether, pounded along on 
Golumpus, as though he had perfect confidence in 
getting through. Indeed the field soon resolved 
themselves into a sort of mutual assistance society^ 
and keeping with the hounds was all they looked 
to. The rest of the apricot coats took warning by 
their fellow, and discontinued the pioneering trade. 
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Good farming is certainly a great promoter of 
hunting. Instead of high, rough/ ragged, briar- 
choked, water-soughed fences, through which a 
horse can scarcely bore, and which occupy no end 
of ground, our friends now got among nice, level, 
well-laid, well-pleached fences, that a horse could 
both see his way " on and oflT." The total absence 
of hedge-row timber,, too, aided the sight, which 
would otherwise have been rather impeded by the 
extreme flatness of the land. What a change of 
opinion we have seen in the matter of hedge-row 
timber ! We remember when the wise ones used 
to counsel a man to stick trees in his fences at 
every yard, and used to calculate to a fraction 
what they would be worth at the end of the world ; 
whereas now "Mechi* and Co." teach us to shave our 
fences as close as our faces. All fox hunters are 
Mechiites in that matter. 

The burst of the early part of the chase had now 
settled down into a good hunting run — not a scent- 
diminishing run, but a good holding steady pace, 
that looked like mischief Every hound threw his 
tongue, and first one and then another took the 
lead — a most sporting, mud-stained, varmint-look- 
ing, working-like pack they were, as they bustled 
and carried the scent amongst them — not one 
would go a yard without it. 

* Mr. Mechi, the celebrated cutler of Leadenhall Street, and 
of Tiptree Hall, in Essex, is one of the great authorities of the 
day on farming. His " experience in drainage'* is excellent. 

B 4 
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When they got upon grass, they ran hard ; but 
master Reynard seemed to have preferred the light 
land of the fallows, indeed rather to have gone out 
of his way for them. 

This caused a division of opinion as to his point, 
Mr, Neville fixing Linton Woods, while Ben and 
Mr. Trumper stood up for the main earths at 
Castlebar. 

These main earths are a drawback upon running 
a fox into a neighbouring country; for if he 
reaches them, there's an end of the matter so far 
as his brush is concerned; and a fellow sitting, 
straddling, and " whohooping," cap in hand, as 
though he were full of delight, over a main earth, 
is a poor substitute for the joyous, upstanding, 
baying of the " fox in hand" of a kill. 

Mr. Neville was right, and Trumper gladly ac- 
knowledged the superiority of his judgment. If 
the fox had Had any doubt on the point himself, it 
would appear to have been settled in his mind in 
the course of his progress up a long slip of rubbish- 
ing wood, between a turnip-field and a fallow ; for 
on getting to the end of it, he put his head straight 
for the woods, despite the rising ground over 
which he had to travel. 

" Yonder he goes ! " exclaimed Mr. Neville, 
viewing him somewhere, though " where," nobody 
could tell but himself. 

Some people have a wonderful knack at viewing 
foxes, and think those desperately " dunch " who 
don't see them. 
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" Where ? " exclaims one. 

"Why there — there to he sure I" replies the 
viewer, as if the fox's line was set out like a rail- 
way. 

Our friend hadn't much " where" -ing to-day, 
everybody being satisfied that Mr. Neville knew a 
fox from a cur, and the hunting of the hounds 
held out every expectation that they would shortly 
have a closer inspection of the one they were after. 
Moreover, a few of the nags had begun to sob, and 
Mr. Trumper thought it well to take the castle off 
the elephant, and lead up the hill. 

On reaching the rising ground, after easing their 
horses, grinning and holding on by the manes up 
the hill, they all saw the fox sailing away down 
the other side towards the river. Nor did his pace 
and action give much prospect of speedy relief to 
the now panting and perspiring steeds. On the 
contrary, he went high, and though he had lowered 
his standard, he kept on at an even pace that looked 
very like lasting. 

The hounds hunted him as true as beagles over 
the wretched starvation land that he had now 
chosen for his course, stuff that one would be sorry 
to take at two-and-sixpence an acre. Little ad- 
vantage was perceptible on either, side, so long as 
they kept on the high land, but when the fox de- 
scended, and ran the river margin, the hounds 
evidently gained upon him, until Dangerous and 
Hannibal caught view, when, as if by magic, the 
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whole pack flew from their noses to the worry, and 
rolled one over another with their victim into the 
river. 

" God bless us, what a f-o-i-n-e run ! " exclaimed 
Mr. Trumper, pulling up, his horse and himself all 
running down with sweat. The lathered Golumpua 
gave himself a hearty shake, as much as to say to 
his master, "Why don't you get oflF, you great 
slush-bucket?" 

Mr. Trumper then plumped down, and the 
scraping of his whip-stick under the horse's belly 
was followed by a regular flow of water. 

How different the poor dripping rat-like fox 
looked as he was brought out of the river to the 
dashing, staring, brush- whisking, high-going flyer 
they had started with an hour or so before — an 
hour, a glorious hour! What a deal had been 
compressed into that time ! The field had done a 
week's work in it. 

How variously we estimate time ! We knew a 
man who went to a dentist's to get his dinner set 
overhauled, and after haying been some twenty 
minutes in the chair he went away declaring he had 
been three hours. And he was a man of veracity 
too, but doubtless calculated the time by the pain. 
So with a run. The ground we go over, the 
incidents of each moment, the change of scene, the 
varieties of pace, all tend to magnify the time — 
especially if there happen to be two or three checks, 
when every minute is like a half hour, except when 
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one's nag is rather blown, or there is a big leap that 
we don't yet see how to avoid. 

" One hour and ten minutes, exactly ^^^ observed 
Mr. Neville, shutting his gold hunter against his 
cheek* 

" 5i?," replied Mr. Trumper, " I thought it had 
been more." 

" Well hunted he was," said Mr. Neville, alighting 
from his horse. 

" Oh well I " rejoined Trumper in ecstasies. 

" What an old villain he is ! " exclaimed Ben, 
opening the fox's mouth as he lay distended on the 
ground. "He's hardly a tooth in his head. 
He's had many a turkey poult, I'll be bound." 

Ben then proceeded to the usual ceremony of 
decapitation, de-paditation, and brush-i-tation. 

" Give me that I " said Mr. NeviUe, as Ben was 
proceeding to pocket the yet dripping brush. 

" Now, Mr. Trumper," said he, vmnging it out, 
^* you often send me a very fine hunted hare — let 
me present you with the brush of the animal I 
hunt." 

" Thank you, sir," said Mr. Trumper, receiving 
it with a low bow. *' I'U put this in a glass case^ 
and write the particMars below it." 

" Ay, you may say it was a * tickler,^ " observed 
Mr. Neville. 

" So it was ! " replied Trumper, " a reglar one." 

The pads were then distributed to Jellyhead and 
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the Dazzlegoose gentlemen, who in the harmony of 
the kill buried the jealousies of country. 

It was carried unanimously that he was a good 
fox, had shown them a good run, over a good 
country, and Ben very truly observed, that he was 
just as likely to be one of Mr. Neville's foxes as 
one belonging to the Dazzlegoose country. 

So the mixed field parted in the greatest har- 
mony. 

« « « « « 

Let us now take a glance at the absentees. 

" Aw — yaw — aw — they . say Neville's had a 
run," said Captain Rasher, throwing his cap into 
the corner, as he rolled into the mess-room in the j 

tight -laced ease of a fuU-figged heavy. 

" I don't believe it ! " exclaimed Lieutenant 
Scrimagour. 

"Aw — yaw — aw — why I don't much," said 
Rasher, twirling his resolute mustachios, a process 
that he generally has recourse to when short of 
ideas. 

" People tell such lies about hunting," observed 
Major Tinhead, Vho had done somebody out of a 
' dinner, it being band day. 

"They do," exclaimed little Gomet Mutton- 
jaw. 

" There isn't one man in fifty knows what a run I 

ought to be," said Tinhead. 

"Aw — yaw — aw — I defy them to have a run 
from such a place as that Chase," observed Rasher ; 
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adding, " It suits old Neville and old Ben, and a 
few old potterers of that sort; but who the deuce 
could take any pleasure in such riding ? " 

Captain Rasher then resolved the mess table into 
a model of the country, making the plateau-stand 
in the centre do duty for the Chase, and the lamps 
and wine-coolers to represent the Linton Woods, 
Castlebar earths, and covers generally, from which , 
premises he made the most satisfactory deduction 
that it was utterly impossible for hounds to have a 
run — a position that he established to the satis- 
faction of all, just as the tawdry mess-waiter came 
in with the soup. 

Next day Tarquinius Muff having come into 
town to see his aunt, get his hair cut, or something 
of that sort, met Rasher in the High Street, sabre- 
tache swinging, heel-spur ringing, bonnet staring 
under, as usual, and confirmed the opinion. 

The verdicts of the others, bur readers will 
perhaps excuse our entering on the " record." 

They were generally delivered in the laconics, 
*^ Oh my ! " " No go ! " " Not possible ! " " Won't 
believe it!" " Hookey Walker I " "Tell it to the 
marines!" and so on. : ^ - 

We may, hb.wever, add, that our friend Tom 
was so delighted with it, that he wrote a long 
account of it to his lady love, instead of one of the 
three-cornered laconics with which he generally 
favoured her. 
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CHAP. XIII. 

THE BLANK DAT. 

It's four years since last February, though our 
friend Tom says he remembers it as if it 
were but yesterday, so rare are the calamities of 
blank days in the catalogue of his misfortunes. 

The Duke of Tergiversation, having the Prince of 
Spankerhausen, Mynheer Von Cled, and several 
other great Dutch swells, whom he wanted " gal- 
vanizing," had written to Lord Harry Harkaway 
to bring his unrivalled hounds to Fast^and-Loose 
Castle, on that most forlorn of all forlorn specula- 
tions, the " chance " of finding a fox. 

Dukes are people that generally have their own 
way, let them be ever so unreasonable ; and even 
if Lord Harry had been inclined to object to trash- 
ing his hounds and horses such a distance, the oflfer 
of hospitality to himself and establishment would 
have caused him to think that he might as 
well avail himself of the opportunity for paying the 
duke and duchess a visit. 

Accordingly the hounds were advertised to meet 
at Fast-and-Loose Castle on "their" day of the 
week, with a non-hunting one on each side of it, 
though what that day was, we don't pretend to 
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say, dates and distances being things we seldom 
trouble^ our head about. 

It was the first season of Lord Harry's hunting 
the country, the hounds having just come out of 
Yamshire with the usual high-flown renown of new 
packs. 

Fast-and-Loose Castle, indeed the whole Tergi- 
versation territory, had long been looked upon as 
extra-parochial in the hunting line, neither Sir 
Charles Wildblood nor his predecessor Lord Heavy- 
sop, ever having thought it worth while to play at 
drawing his grace's covers a second time. Not but 
that his grace is a patron of fox-hunting, a patron 
in his own peculiar way, — just as he is a patron 
. of racing, to uphold which, he keeps two or three 
wooden-limbed brutes that go the rounds of the 
district. Fox-hunting he looks upon in much the 
same light as racing; a sort of amusement of 
the hour, that requires no care or consideration 
during the rest of the year. He therefore gives 
hounds leave to draw his covers, on certain set 
days of the season — the 15th of December, the 15th 
of February, and again on the 15th of April, pro- 
vided none of those days fall on a Sunday, in which 
case, the hunt stands adjourned to the Monday. 

But the system will develop itself with the nar- 
rative. 

The talk people make about anything new, espe- 
cially anything new in the hands of a nobleman, 
made Tom Scott take a fancy for seeing Lord Hark- 
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away's hounds, and though the distance from 
Hawbuck Grange is great, five and thirty miles to 
the kennel, yet the town of Barkeston being within 
easy distance of the castle, by Ij^ng out a couple 
of nights, he could easily accomplish his object, 
especially as like Lord Harry, he could kill two 
birds with one stone — get a hunt, and pay a visit 
to his old friend the Rev. Peter Blackcoat, the 
worthy rector of Barkeston. 

Accordingly Tom arranged it so. 

It was not until he got to Barkeston that he 
heard the exact state of the fox question. His 
grace having lately made one of his periodical 
changes of politics, Tom thought he had very likely 
turned over a new leaf in the hunting book too, and . 
that things were going to be different. 

" I am afraid you've come on a forlorn hope," 
observed Peter Blackcoat, wringing Tom's hand, 
as he met him at his neat parsonage gate. 

" How so ? " asked Tom, fearing the whole thing 
was put off. " The duke hasn't changed his mind, 
has he?" 

** Oh no," replied his friend ; ** the thing is to 
take place; that's to say, there's to be a grand 
spread of a breakfast, cherry brandy — cheese, and 
BO on — but as to finding a fox, there isn't such a 
thing in the parish." 

" The deuce there isn't ! " exclaimed Tom ; 
** then what are the hounds there for ? " 

"Oh, jilst for the duke to show them to his 
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friends. He*s got a lot of great barge-built 
Dutchmen there, who can't speak a word of English, 
and he'll persuade them that the hounds are his, 
and that Lord Harry is a sort of retainer of the 
castle, and so they'll go back to the place from whence 
they come, and tell all the great boundless burgo- 
masters and fellows what a tremendous great man 
the Duke of Tergiversation is." 

"The c?^t/c^/" exclaimed Tom, wishing himself 
home again. 

"Nay, don't look glum," replied the parson, 
patting the mare's neck. " I dare say the game" 
keeper will manage something in the shape of a 
fox. All the world will be there, and it won't do 
to disappoint a whole country side." 

" Manage something in the shape of a fox^ my dear 
Peter! " exclaimed our friend, in disgust. " You 
don't think a fox is like a coat, that you can have 
to order and turn out when you want it. Believe 
me, my dear fellpw, a fox is very like what the 
young ladies, bless them ! say of love ; there is but 
one real love, though there may be a hundred dif- 
ferent copies of it ; so there is but one right sort 
of fox, though there may be a hundred imitation 
ones." 

This very philosophical observation brought Tom 
to his friend's stable door, a comfortable three- 
stall'd edifice, with a gig and harness room adjoin- 
ing. 
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We never get into a parsonage house without 
thinking if it wasn't for writing the weary sermons, 
we'd like to be a parson ourself. They are always 
so snug, and have such capital port wine ! 

But we will pass over the feeding and friend- 
ship, and proceed at once to the festival. 

Tom's friend said the thing that was true. As 
he rode away in the morning through the usually 
quiet little town of Barkeston, all heads were at 
the windows, those who were to be left behind 
looking wistfully after those who were going, and 
one-horse chaises and two-horse chaises were 
loading and driving away with mirthful parties, to 
say nothing of an omnibus full inside and out. 
There were Mrs. and the two Miss Sugarlips.in 
their yellow phaeton, driven by young Mr. Whateley, 
the rising apothecary ; and there were Mr. Luxford, 
the bookseller, and " his lady," as the genteel ones 
call their wives ; Mr. Kidd, the hosier, rode with 
Mr. Holmes the saddler, while their respective ladies, 
with some seven or eight children between them, 
followed in the public "private" landau of the 
duke's arms. The duchess — that is to say, the 
landlady — had just been confined, and couldn't 
show. Nevertheless, every horse they had, both 
from the hotel and the farm, were in requisition, 
and great was the demand for saddles, bridles, and 
tackle generally. 

The plot thickened as Tom proceeded, until the 
road swarmed again. More gigs, more horsemen. 
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more horsemen, more gigs, and pedestrians without 
end. 

The most astonishing thing, however, was the 
appearance of a troop of yeomanry that came 
jingling and clattering down the Heckfield-lane on 
to the turnpike, in all the pomp and terror of cart- 
horse cavalry. 

" Who's dead^ and wJiats to pay? " exclaimed Tom 
Scott, as a most insignificant little officer, almost 
extinguished by his horse-tailed helmet, was borne 
against him by a great pulling powerful black 
mare, who seemed fully intent upon running away 
with him. 

" Co-o-o-m-e and s-s-e-e, old b-o-y," ejaculated the 
victim, pretending to be quite at his ease. 

" Why, Billy Bobbinson ! is that you ? you little 
unfortunate devil ; what have you been about now, 
that they have dressed you up in that way?" 
exclaimed Tom. " Who looks after the shop when 
you are out soldiering ? " but Billy was deaf to the 
inquiry, and the troop rattled on as if they were 
going to quell a rebellion or extinguish a fire at 
the least. Little thought Tom that they were the 
Duke of Tergiversation's cavalry going to form a 
hunting guard of honour on Mynheer Von Cled 
and Co. ! 

Our friend Tom had never seen Tergiversation 
Castle except from the Cockington Fort road, where 
it is visible in the usual style of castle visibility, 
towers above trees, and a flag above towers. Its 
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ground dimensions he had no idea of, neither did he 
care much, seeing he was not likely to be wanted 
inside. 

The castle certainly had a very imposing ap- 
pearance, when he got the whole concern mustered 
in one grand view — body, wings, giblets and all. 
There was great liveliness and animation appareiit, 
both inside and out, quite relieving the austere 
frownings of the cloisters, and the heavy Gothic 
architecture of the building. 

Powdered footmen, in gorgeous plum-coloured 
liveries, bedizened with silver lace, with massive 
covered dishes, pushed their way among " gentle- 
men's gentlemen" and Tieavy-looking moustached 
Dutchmen, who seemed as if they had nothing what- 
ever to do but smoke ; while occasional glimpses of 
the "real quality" might be caught through the 
plate-glass windows of the receiving rooms, and 
good steady studies made of ladies' maids staring 
out of the windows or disporting themselves on the 
leads and turrets above. 

The spacious court-yard behind presented a 
curious medley of war and pastime, soldiers and 
fox-hunters. The yeomanry had dismounted, and 
were busy rectifying the little derangements of 
dress and appointments incident to the march. 
Those whose saddles had threatened to come over 
their horses' ears for want of the crupper were 
now slamming them back in their places; others 
were scraping the frothy sweat off the stinking, 
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hairy-heeled brutes, while some were combing out 
the manes and tails of theirs, by way of trying to 
make them look a little decent. There was a 
strange contrast between the cumbrous, misfitting 
uniforms of the ploughman soldiers, and the trim 
neatness of the hunting and stable servants. 
Nevertheless, the former seemed very well pleased 
with themselves, and clamped and strutted about 
the yard in their heavy jack-boots, dragging their 
noisy swords after them, looking about for admir- 
ation from the maids. 

The hounds were advertised for eleven, but that 
hour had long passed without any indications of a 
mov6. To be sure, a little after eleven, sundry 
footmen emerged from the castle, bearing trays, 
covered with cakes and biscuits, with bottles of 
Sherry and glass jugs full of water for the schedule 
B people outside, while bread and cheese and ale, 
with something in a most profane looking black 
bottle, circulated freely among the troopers and 
trampers at the back. The servants pf the hunt, 
being billeted in the castle, surveyed the scene in 
easy indolent attitudes from the stone steps leading 
from » the offices into the court-yard, and criticised 
each comer just as the first-class company criticised 
the outsiders from the windows in front. 

Little Billy Bobbinson, with his face all flushed 
with liquor and tight girthing, conveyed tlie first 
symptoms of active animation by floundering along 
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the stone passage in his iron-heeled jacks, with his 
spurs draggling and his sword banging and nearly 
tripping him up as he went, to give the word of 
command for the men to "prepare to mount." 
Billy is the most unfortunate-looking little object 
that ever was manufactured into a heavy dragoon, 
being split up far too high — all legs, and no body. 
Still Billy was in great force. He would not have 
exchanged figures with Hercules, nor his rusty, 
misfitting, dragging, lace -tarnished scarlet with 
green facings, or his parchment-looking leathers 
and lack-lustre jacks, for the outfit of the youngest 
and smartest officer in the Life Guards. 

'*' Prepare to mount T^ hallooed little Billy from 
the top of the steps, standing on one leg and 
putting his right hand to his mouth, so as to convey 
the sound right among the soldiers. "Prepare 
TO MOUNT ! " repeated he in a still louder tone. 
' " Hurrah for the cornet ! " exclaimed Tom Curlin, 
the half-drunken farrier, tossing off a third pota- 
tion from the black bottle, and " Hurrah ! hurrah ! 
hurrah ! " was shouted and repeated from all parts 
of the yard. 

Billy the hatter and Billy the soldier are very 
difierent people, and he does in his red coat what 
he would never think of doing in his black. 
Seeing Scott standing in the desolate way a man 
does outside a great house waiting for hounds, he 
came with a patronising air of one with the entree^ 
and asked if our friend wouldn't " walk in ;" adding 
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his conviction, " that the duke would be extremely 
happy to see him." 

Tom didn't think the duke would ; and not 
knowing what practical jokes some of Billy's half- 
drunken heavies might play on the old mare if he 
went to try the experiment, he Contented himself 
by saying, that "he had breakfasted," and was 
anxious to know whether it was to be " a fox-hunt 
or a review?" 

" Oh, it's a fox-hunt," replied Billy, quite gravely, 
adding, confidentially, " the fact is, we are here as a 
guard of honour on the prince." 

** To prevent the fox eating him, I suppose," . 
said Scott, as puss-in-boots waddled away to get 
his men mounted. 

All this gathering, and quartering, and liquoring, 
and soldiering, so unlike the " real thing," was any 
thing but encouraging ; nor did the prospect appear 
brighter when sundry postilions in bullion -laced, 
plum-coloured jackets, spic and span leathers, with 
tasseled caps, and glass-blown wigs, emerged fron^ 
the servants' hall, whips in hand, and wended their 
ways to the coach-house department in the adjoin- 
ing court to where the soldiers were. 

Presently the tramp of horse announced some- 
thing coming, and a light-blue landau, drawn by 
six blood bays with their manes full of ribbons, 
followed by a barouche and four, drew up in the 
inner court, for the " army," as the Irish call a 
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handful of recruits, to arrange tlxemselves around, 
so as to proceed in proper form to the front. 

This was no easy matter ; for few of the honest 
Dobbins's being accustomed to such lord mayor's 
shows, they flew in all directions as the postilion 
wormed his leaders among them ; and more than 
one heavy dragoon measured his length on the 
ground. A wicked wag, too, whom Billy Bobbin- 
son had rather " done" in the matter of a hat, had 
figged the old black, who began lifting her hind 
quarters as he mounted in a sort of cross between 
a kick and the action of a dancing horse at Astley's. 
Drink! all glorious drink, however, had strung 
Billy's nerves, and he rebuked her, and jagged her 
in a way that plainly said, " he wasn't the Billy he 
was when he came." 

At last they all got mounted and under weigh, 
and a brandy-nosed trumpeter having made the 
castle courts echo with his battered instrument, 
Billy Bobbinson gave the order " to draw swords," 
and having got his own great cheese toaster hoisted 
over his shoulder, the cavalcade proceeded to join 
the greatly-increased crowd in front. 

It was now twelve o'clock — "our great-grand- 
father's dinner hour," as Nimrod said in " The 
Quarterly" — and they had not yet started to find 
the fox. The day, we should observe, though 
bright, was clear and cold, with certain indications 
of frost in the air, just sufficient to make people 
thump their hands against their thighs, and urge 
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their horses into little backwards and forwards 
trots before the castle, by way of giving the in- 
mates a hint that they ought to be coming. 
« « « « « 

After numerous false alarms, at last one of those 
unmistakeable moves was perceptible in the castle, 
and ere the lumbering heavies had got themselves 
into "attention," a rush of servants threw back 
the great doors, and the Prince of Spankerhausen 
appeared, with the Duchess of Tergiversation, in 
feathers and sky-blue satin, on his arm.' The 
prince was a full-sized, stout, heavy-shouldered, 
enormously big-chested man, with a great mean- 
ingless yellow face, little ferrety blue eyes, straight 
sandy-coloured hair> and bushy moustachios. He 
was dressed in a half-uniform, half-hunting sort of 
costume, a cocked hat and feather, a double- 
breasted red hunting coat, buttoned up to the 
neck, with leather breeches and jack-boots, and 
wore a small couteau de chasse at his side. The 
Duke of Tergiversation was dressed in the costume 
he used to pretend to hunt in when a young man, 
a loose bed-gowny frock coat, yellow-ochre leathers, 
coming low down the calf, and very short maho- 
gany-coloured top-boots. 

Having stood on the stone step inside the por- 
tico for a few seconds to show themselves becom- 
ingly to the crowd, the prince handed the duchess 
into the landau, in which she was followed by 
Mynheer Von Cled, who, as our readers are aware. 
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is encumbered with a cork leg. Two other swells 
having filled the back seats, the landau moved on, 
to allow the barouche to take up the ladies, Chop 
and Change, and a party of juveniles. The prince 
having seen them all in, mounted his Flemish 
prancer, sheep-skinned, netted, tasseled, and capa- 
risoned according to the custom of his country, 
and the duke taking his place on the right, and 
Lord Harry Harkaway on the left, the army placed 
itself so as to keep a space open for the great guns 
to ride at their ease. The brandy-nosed trumpeter 
announced their departure on his instrument ; the 
emblazoned flag on the tower was lowered, so that 
all the country round might know that the Duke 
of Tergiversation and Co. had gone forth to give 
battle to the foxes. Minute guns began to boom 
from the battlements. Amid all this sporting mag- 
nificence, the party proceeded in state up to Tower 
Hill, which commands an extensive view of the 
park and neighbouring country. 

Lord Harry Harkaway quitted the curious ca- 
valcade as it reached the foot of the hill, to join his 
poor neglected hounds, now wending their way 
with the servants in the bottom, his lordship wear- 
ing the dejected air of a man under orders to make 
a fool of himself. 

" Well, this is the rummest go I ever saw," ob- 
served his lordship to Tom Tiptop, his huntsman, 
as he reached the latter. 

" Oh, it's all my eye, my lord," replied Tom, 
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taking off his cap ; " there hasn't been a fox hero 
these five years ; " adding, " they are going to turn 
down a brace of things on the other side of the 
hill that have been in a sack these three days, poor 
things." 

" The best thing would be to make a drag of 
one of them," observed his lordship. 

" I believe it would," replied the huntsman, 
" and so be done with it at once, and then we might 
draw homewards, for it'll be night before we get 
away, if we don't." 

The humbug then commenced by drawing se- 
veral belts of plantations, and clumps of trees and 
tufts of brushwood, scattered and dotted about the 
park, from whence issued hares, pheasants, rabbits, 
deer, wood pigeons, partridges, tomtits, every 
thing except a fox. Meanwhile, his grace availed 
himself of the opportunity for pointing out to the 
prince and Mynheer Von Cled the vast extent of 
his park and territory, and the most remarkable 
of the distant views. 

Here, there, and every where. Lord Harkaway 
tried with a patience and perseverance deserving 
of a better fate. At length he neared Gullington 
Wood, where fox No. 1. had to be turned down. 
Turned down he had been ; but the supine keepers 
having omitted to spring the rabbit traps, they 
found poor reynard in one of them, when a hound 
very quietly finished him. 

Clumps and belts intervening between Gulling- 
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ton Wood and Poppington Dean, and his lordship 
anticipating no better luck with the second fox, 
desired his pad-groom to drag the carcass of the 
one they had killed at the back of the hill, while 
the company were staring and gaping in front. 
*' Just drag him alongside your horse," said his 
lordship, " keeping on the far side of all the plant- 
ations and places, so that they mayn't see you, and 
after making a good round of the park, finish in 
old Absolom Brown, the keeper's garden, by the 
South Lodge, where we can bury him, if the 
hounds won't eat him, and come out with the brush 
and pads, and all things proper." 

This was a very good instruction ; for though 
" No. 2." did raise a cry in cover, the melody was 
very soon terminated by a kill, which his lordship 
seeing, he out with his horn and blew for hard 
life, while Tiptop and the three whippers-in set 
up such screeches and yells, and made such cracks 
with their whips, that the whole cavalcade seemed 
to be suddenly electrified, and soldiers, and fox- 
hunters, and gigs, and carriages, and omnibus, and 
grooms, and prince, and duke and duchess, and 
Mynheer Von Cled, were all mixed up in a minute 
in one glorious state of indescribable confusion. 

" Yonder he goes," roared Jemmy Fitznoodle. 

" Hold hard ! " screamed Tom Crawley 

" Halt !" roared Billy Bobbinson. 

"Go it, ye shavers!" exclaimed Jack Hobler, 
pushing through the crowd, as aU eyes were 
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Strained after his lordship, in hopes of viewing the 
fox. 

The hounds poured out of cover, doivn went 
their sterns, and out came the music, as they crossed 
the line of the drag, and settled like a swarm of 
bees on the. scent. 

Away ! away ! away ! went the field, the bold 
dragoons mixing up with the rest, leaving the 
prince to look after himself, while gigs, and cars, 
and phaetons, and landau, and all strained over 
the green sward as best they could. It was a 
splendid burst ! 

The prince's Flemish punch even seemed to 
catch a little of the infection, • and gave two or 
three squeals and hoists up behind, indicative of 
what he might do if his highness did not loose his 
head a little. This the nag accomplished just as 
the Dilke of Tergiversation, who had been nearly 
capsized hj a dog-cart, came alongside, and sug^ 
gested that they ought to be getting forward if 
they meant to see the sport. 

On then they bumped together in about equal 
enjoyment of the run, which was dexterously pro- 
longed by sundry doubles, that would have led the 
knowing ones to think it was a hare if Jemmy 
Fitznoodle had not had ocular demonstration of 
the brush. 

At last the conical roof of old Absolom's thatched 
cottage was seen peering from among the laurels 
and evergreens in which it is stuck ; and when the 
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great guns arrived, it was announced to the duke, 
who put it into French for the prince, that the fox 
was at bay in the garden. 

Great were the rejoicings thereat, great the 
exultations of each party on coming up "piping 
hot" to the finish. ** Glorious run ! splendid sport ! 
finest sight that ever was seen." 

" Who shall say there are no foxes at Fast-and- 
Loose Castle ! " exclaimed his grace, wiping the 
perspiration from his brow. 

" Who^ indeed ! " echoed Jemmy Fitznoodle, 
adding, this is the biggest one I ever set eyes on ! " 

"Who-hoop!" screeched Lord Harry Harkaway 
at last, poking his way under the ivy-twined arch 
of the little garden-gate, with the brush and pads 
high in hand. 

" Who-hoopT^ echoed half a hundred outside. 

"Give the brush to the prince, my lord!" ex- 
claimed the duke, as the outburst of joy subsided 
— " give the brush to the prince, my lord : he rode 
like a hero and deserves it ! " 

His grace then interpreted the compliment, while 
the great phlegmatic Dutchman sat on his horse 
looking as unconcerned as a cow. Mynheer Von 
Cled got a pad, (rather an equivocal compliment, 
considering his deficiency in that line,) and the 
compliments and congratulations being at length 
exhausted, the duke capped the performance by 
exclaiming, " My Lord Harry ! you'd better come 
to the castle and have a little refreshment after 
your fatigue." 
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Lord Harry thought otherwise, and having paid 
the last tribute of respect to poor reynard's remains 
in the garden, he groped his way through the now 
squeezing and jostling crowd to his horse, which 
having mounted, the brass music of the horn and 
bugle drew off their respective cohorts, the hunters 
passing outside the park, while the soldiers again 
formed into something like line to conduct the 
heroes back to the castle. 

In ten minutes the lately distracted park had re- 
sumed its usual placid grandeur. The grey-headed, 
green-coated gate-keeper rolled the heavy iron 
gates back as the last donkey cart took its de- 
parture, closing the fox-hunting scene, let us hope, 
/' for ever and for aye!" 

"Well, but Where's your blank?" we fancy we 
hear the reader say. " You've killed a brace of 
foxes ! how's that? that's no blank ! " 

Gentle reader, we admit it ; it wouldn't be a 
blank to some, but it was to Lord Harkaway and 
many of the gentleman who " hark, away" with 
him. Will you, however, take it seriously amiss if 
we tell you that all this is merely prelimin^fry to 
the "blank day?" We hope not, for unless you 
close the book, you have all your medicine to take 
yet. 

Perhaps, however, unlike Lord Harry Harkaway, 
the reader may require a little refreshment after 
such a run, so we will reserve the real blank for 
another chapter. 
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CHAP. XIV. 

THE BLANK DAT — (continued). 

The Duke of Tergiversation's park-wall encroaches 
so on the township road- outside, that the field was 
lengthened into something like military line until 
they cleared its precincts. Indeed it was not until 
they got upon the liberal width and grass-sidings of 
the Cockington Fort road, that Tom Scott had an 
opportunity of diving into the vtelee^ and seeing 
" who was who." Others had been in the same pre- 
dicament, for Tom had not advanced far into the 
crowd of horsemen, ere he was hailed by some of the 
*'best fellows under the sun," exclaiming, in the wild 
outburst of surprise, " Damme, here's Tom Scott ! " 
" What the deuce has brought you here, old boy ?" 
" Well, Tom, did you ever ?" " No, I never !" and 
so on, alluding to the recent Fox and Goose exhi- 
bition in the park. 

Despite the retirement of the prince, and the 
carriages, and the cavalry, and the costermongers, 
there was still an immense field : from a hundred 
and fifty to two hundred horsemen at least. The 
country papers of the next week, who devoted 
three columns and a half each to the details of the 
pageant, "Grand Sporting Pageant at Fast-and- 
Loose Castle, in honour of his Serene Highness the 
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Prince of Spankerhausen and the great Dutch 
merchant Mynheer Von Cled," declared there were 
a thousand — a thousand, exclusive of the handful 
of yeomanry, whom they magnified into "two 
hundred of the flower of the country." 

And here we may observe, how much better it 
is for a respectable paper to have a regular cut- 
along correspondent, who sticks to the truth, and 
tells what he sees, calling things by their proper 
names— fools, fools — humbugs, humbugs — and 
so on, instead of one of your word-sprawling gen- 
try, who are perfectly bewildered when they come 
to handle a hunt, and who only make absurdity 
more ridiculous. 

Who doesn't remember the mess they made when 
her Majesty went out at Belvoir, and again when 
glorious Tom Smith * revisited the green haunts 
of Leicestershire ! 

But to the adjourned hunt. 

" Why didn't you come in to breakfast at the 
castle, Mr. Scott?" asked Sir George StiflFenecke, 
who had got straggled all the way down . to the 
" duke's," and was still prosecuting the chase, not- 
withstanding his grace's return, in hopes of gaining 
an appetite for dinner. " Why didn't you come 

* Thomas Assheton Smith, Esq., one of the best sportsmea 
the world ever saw. This scene, we are happy to hear, is in 
course of redemption by the unrivalled pencil of Mr. Grant, and 
we hope the public will be favoured with an engraving of it. 

T 
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in to breakfast at the castle ?" repeated he, adding, 
" The duke would have been happy to see you." 

" I dare say would he," replied our uncourteous 
Tom ; "just as happy as I am when I find a straw. 
Dukes are only for such great men as yourself, 
Sir George," added he, thinking to smooth over 
the roughness of the former part of the speech. 

"Well, but his grace is extremely affable and 
condescending, I'm sure," rejoined Sir George. 

" Oh! devilish affable — especially about election 
times," replied Tom. " Then one may expect a 
visit fipom his agent, Mr. Saucyjaw, with his forty- 
horse power of impudence, reminding one of the 
breakfast, and his grace's condescension, and saying 
that his grace having just discovered ^ black's 
white,' hopes Mr. Scott won't object to voting in 
the affirmative ; and if one refuses, the duke storms 
and fumes as if he had been robbed of his birth- 
right. I don't buy my groceries quite so dear, Sir 
George," added Tom: " if great men wish to retain 
their influence over little ones they must be con- 
sistent." 

Sir George was rather posed, for he's a short- 
noticed Jem Crow-er himself. 

The Stifienecke conversation was here interrupted 
by a most dislocating thump on the shoulder from 
Tom's very sincere, but very heavy-fisted friend, 
Foxey WoUop, of Tod House, a ginger-haired 
gentlemen, with a coarse cane-coloured beard, . and 
a strong cross of the fox in his face. 
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" Why, what the deuce has brought you to this 
scene of absurdity ?" inquired WoUop, after he had 
followed up the blow by nearly crushing Tom's 
fingers in his vice of a hand. 

"You may ask that," replied Tom, wringing 
his tingling hand against his horse's side : " I came 
to hunt, but we don't always get what we come 
for." 

"Indeed we don't," replied Foxey WoUop. 
" However, if you'll come home with me, I'll tell 
you what you'll get, and no mistake — you'll get a 
cut ofi^ a beautiful round of beef, three weeks in the 
salt, with the gravy springing out of the centre, 
like a fountain, and a pie or a pudding, or something 
of that sort." 

" That's a very good ofier," said Tom, "but at pre- 
sent I'm for the fox, et preterea nihiiy 

" Oh, fox ! we shall find no fox," replied Wollop, 
with a smile, " unless it is such another as we had 
in the park." 

" That's a pity," said our friend, " for I've come a 
long way to see these hounds, and should like to 
have a round with them of some sort." 

"Ah! then you must come another day; or, 
I'll teU you what do — stay over to-morrow with 
me, and hunt Saturday at Crashington brake; a 
sure find, and a capital country." 

" Can't," replied Tom with a shake of the head 5 
" got to be at home ; but tell me," added he, " what 
are they going to draw now ? " as a whip opened 
T 2 
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a gate on the left of the road, for the hounds to 
pass into a field. 

" Oh ! it will be Thorneyhalf Dean, one of the 
duke's," replied WoUop; "one of the duke's — 
might as well draw the turnpike — Lord Harry, I 
suppose, thinks he may as well make a day of it, 
and go through the form." 

Nevertheless, "a lively-faithed " field ranged 
themselves orthodoxly for reynard to break: the 
whips scuttled to their respective points, and the 
swell huntsman yoicked his hounds into cover, and 
stood erect in his stirrups eyeing the Dean, as 
though he really expected to find. 

" Have at him tkere^ good dogs I " holloaed he ; 
" yoicks, wind him I yoicks, push him up ! " and 
then he gave his own patent note, something be- 
tween a screech and a demi view-holloa ; a cheer, 
however, that we are sorry to say is not reduceable 
to paper. 

Most huntsmen have a pet noise of their own, 
and that was Mr. Tiptop's. 

While this make-believe work was going on, 
Gumey Sadlad came up grinning from ear to ear, 
with a " I say, Scott, old boy, they've been hoaxing 
the * cretur ' that you are the Duke of Devonshire, 
and we want you to carry on the joke." 

" They've been what ! " exclaimed Tom in asto- 
nishment. 

" Hoaxing the ' cretur :' you know the ' cretur,' 
don't you ? " inquired Sadlad. "Everybody knows 
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the ' cretur,' Toe Tugtail. Well, they've been hoax- 
ing the * cretur ' that you are the Duke of Devon- 
shire, and we want you to let us introduce him to 
you in form." 

" Nonsense," replied Tom ; adding, " / can't do 
Duke at short notice — /can't personate the Duke of 
Devonshire, a man I never saw in my life." 

"Oh ! that's nothing," rejoined Sadlad; "the * cre- 
tur' never saw him either; therefore you'll be 
matched in that respect." 

The gentleman thus indicated, although then a 
perfect stranger to Tom, was so well known by 
the field as to make them suppose he must at all 
events have heard of him ; and so, lest we should 
fall into a similar error with the reader, we will 
here give a slight sketch of him from the know- 
ledge Tom afterwards obtained. 

Toe Tugtail, whose real name is Anthony, An- 
thony Tugtail, Esq., derives his appellation, either 
from the natural abbreviation of his name, or 
from a propensity the unkind ones say he has 
of making people's acquaintance through the me- 
dium of their toes. He is a watering-place bird, 
and has mustered an extensive acquaintance by a 
dexterous application of his foot. If he sees a 
ring formed round a quadrille, or a staring circle 
environing a set of petticoat-whirling waltzers. 
Toe elbows his way in till he gets beside the party 
he wants to know, when dropping his hat, or 
his glove, or his handkerchief, he contrives to 

T 3 
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touch the person, which is immediately followed 
up by ten thousand apologies, and a sort of im- 
perceptible glide into conversation respecting the 
performances, the lights, the music, the any thing 
that happens to be handy. The foundation of the 
acquaintance is thus laid. If it is a " don," off 
goes the hat the first time Toe meets him alone ; 
but if Toe is in company, he tries the familiar 
half nod of a bow, and says, " That's my friend, 
Sir John, or Sir Tom, or Lord Harry." 

Before Tom Scott had time to arrange his 
thoughts or ideas, he saw a move among the horse- 
men about twenty yards lower down the hedge, 
and presently a little wizened, ugly old man, in a 
rusty, old scarlet coat and moleskin breeches, backed 
a mealy-legged, mealy-muzzled, fiddle-case headed, 
bay horse out of the rank, in answer to Sadlad's 
summons, who had gone half way back to give it. 

Scott had* a good view of him as he came prim- 
ming himself up, and certainly he did not seem 
undeserving of the name of the " cretur." It was 
visible at a glance that he dyed his hair; indeed it 
does not require a conjurer to see that, for a prac- 
tised eye may almost teU what o'clock it is by the 
various shades a dyed head assumes during the 
day. The pheasant-coloured tint of the " cretur's" 
showed that it was long past noon. 

Scott had observed Mr. Tugtail in the park; 
indeed he saw him come out of the castle close on 
the Prince of Spankerhausen's heels, but from 
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seeing him running a muck, first at one great 
man, and then at another, Scott had concluded he 
was either a great man himself, or an attacM to 
one at all events. That " birds of a feather flock 
together" holds as good with peers as with pigeons. 

Sadlad, we should observe, is one of those harum- 
scarum creatures whom it is no use being angry 
with. He wiU have his joke, let what will be the 
consequence ; and even if our friend Tom had had 
presence of mind to ride away, we dare say Sadlad 
would have followed with Tugtail at his back. 
It was, therefore, perhaps best to surrender at dis- 
cretion. Sadlad's was the fault, Tom's the mis- 
fortune. 

" My lord duke, will you allow me to present 
my particular friend, Mr. Tugtail," said Sadlad in 
a sonorous voice, and the most respectful manner, 
extending his right arm a little behind to where 
his particular friend came creeping along. 

The " cretur's" hat made an aerial sweep, finish- 
ing at the spur. 

" Great pleasure in making Mr. TugtaiFs ac- 
quaintance," replied Tom, raising his hat, string 
high. 

" Your grace is very fortunate in the day," obr 
served the " cretur," after a grin. 

" F^ry," replied Tom, not knowing whether he 
meant in the sport or the weather. 

" It was a splendid run, indeed," said Tugtail. 

" OA, splendidy' rejoined Tom, looking at the 

T 4 



280 THK BLANK DAT. 

creases in TugtaiPs coat and the moth holes at his 
breeches' knee, and wondering how long it was 
since they had been aired. 

Twang — twang — twang I went Lord Harry's 
horn ; screech — screech — screech I went Mr. Tip- 
top's too, who was not to be done out of his 
blow. 

" To him J hounds — to him I — get away I " hallooed 
the men, cracking their heavy thonged whips. 

"No go, here, Fm afraid, my lord duke," ob- 
served the " cretur, " with pretended concern. 

" I'm afraid not," replied Tom, gathering his 
reins, thinking to escape from the listening, laugh- 
i»& gaping, giggling, crowd. 

Vain hope ! Whenever Tom turned, the " cretur" 
was at his heels ; worse still, the crowd followed to 
hear the fun. How he did be-duke, and be-grace 
and be-lord him ! 

From Thorneyhalf Dean they went to Cressing- 
ham Copse, another cover of Tom's noble brother 
Tergiversation's. As they proceeded, the wicked 
author of his misfortune rode up alongside, and 
whispered into his ear, " Pitch into him.^^ 

" Darerit^'^ replied Tom ; " he'd have me up for 
fin assault." 

"I don't mean that," said Sadlad, "but cram 
him weUP 

" Your grace hasn't much hunting in Derby- 
shire, I think," interposed the " cretur, " crushing 
up on the other side of Tom's horse. 
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" Not much," replied Tom, thinking the cretur 
might know more of Derbyshire than he did. 

" Noble place, Chatsworth ! " observed JTugtail, 
confirming Tom's worst suspicions that he had 
been there. 

" Why, yes it is ; and yet I don't know," replied 
Tom, doubtfully, as if there were things he didn't 
like about it, or his modesty prevented his praising 
what was his own. 

"Oh, splendid place!" rejoined Tugtail encour- 
agingly; " ^jpfentZic? place, indeed!" 

" You've been there, have you ?" asked Tom. 

" Oh yes," replied Tugtail ; " as a sight-seer I 
mean — merely to see the place, you know, your 
grace." 

" I hope I shall have the pleasure of seeing you 
there as a gv£st next time," observed Tom, with 
true ducal condescension. 

The "cretur" nearly kissed his ugly horse's ears. 

Having " done the polite," Tom made him a sort 
of half bow, as if going to talk to some one else, 
and got his mare jogged into a trot, which, by 
dint of spurring, he worked far into the yet 
remaining crowd, ere he again ventured to look 
over his shoulder. 

"By gar, there was Monsieur Tonson again!" 
Tonson, followed by a longer tail than before, all 
'laughing, he-he-he-ing^ haw-haw-haw-ing^ " you don't 
say so"-ing, as if they would split their sides. 

" Your grace was building your pointer kennels 
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the last time I was at Chatsworth," said the "cretur," 
bringing his horse alongside again to the displace- 
ment of. Gumey Sadlad, Foxey WoUop, and some 
other wicked wags who had crowded round Tom 
Scott to prompt him. " Let me see, when would 
it be ! I was staying at Matlock. Ah, well, it's 
immaterial; but I ventured to suggest that the 
floors should be made of asphalte, which was then 
just coming into vogue/' 

" And they are made of asphalte," replied Tom, 
" and very much obliged I was to the gentleman 
who made the suggestion, and most happy I am 
to have an opportunity of thanking him personally," 
continued Tom, tendering him his hand, to try if 
he couldn't shake him off that way. 

No go; the " cretur" stuck to him like a leech, and 
shoved poor Sir George Stiffenecke aside, as if he 
were the veriest plebeian under the sun. Un- 
grateful man! There are times when even the 
knight is ardently worshipped. 

" Your grace has splendid shooting at Chats- 
worth," observed the " cretur." 

" Pretty well," replied our newly-jumped up 
duke ; " pretty well ; nothing compared to what I 
shall have ;" adding confidentially, " I have an idea 
in my head that, if carried out, will make the sport- 
ing at Chatsworth one of the finest things under 
the sun." 

" Indeed, your grace," observed Tugtail with 
well assumed interest. 
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" I'm going to substitute peacocks, ostriches, 
cassiowaries, and other eastern birds, for our com- 
mon-place pheasants and partridges. What think 
you of a peacock battue or an ostrich hunt ? " asked 
Tom. 

"Splendid! magnificent!" exclaimed Toe, as 
though he could hardly contain himself. 

" I will tell you what my idea is," continued Tom, 
lowering his voice, " but this, of course, is between 
ourselves, and in strict confidence; but my idea 
with regard to Chatsworth is this — it's a fine place, 
no doubt, and the present mansion has its advan- 
tages, but I think I could orientalise the whole 
thing, and combine every English comfort with 
eastern magnificence." 

" Indeed, your grace," said Tugtail, aU atten- 
tion. 

" My idea is this — but of course it goes no fur- 
ther — to buy the Pavilion at Brighton, and place 
it on the site of the present house, or to take the 
Pavilion for a model, and try to improve upon it." 

" It would have . a very fine efifect, indeed, your 
grace," interrupted the " cretur." 

" You know the Pavilion, then ? " asked Tom. 

" Oh yes, your grace," replied he ; "I frequently 
goto Brighton; was there last summer — stay at 
the York, on the Esplanade, close by the Pavilion, 
you know." 

The " cretur " had the advantage of poor Tom 
again, for he has never been there, and his only ac- 
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quaintance with the Pavilion is through a picture 
on his old housekeeper's workbox, where it cer- 
tainly looks like a most gingerbread affair. 

" Well," said Tom, determined to brazen it out, 
" Tm in treaty for the thing, and I think I shall 
get it too. The Queen evidently doesn't like it ; 
but it doesn't do for a purchaser to appear too keen. 
We all like good bargains, and royalty is not ex- 
empt from the feeling." 

" I should think her Majesty would be too happy 
to give it to your grace," observed the " cretur," 
" especially to ornament so fine a site as Chats- 
worth." 

" I don't know that," replied Tom. " You see if 
she was to give me the Pavilion some one else 
might take a fancy to Buckingham Palace, or 
St. James's ; not that I think any one is likely 
to trouble either of those ; but still the principle 
is the same, and she might be left houseless, which 
would be unbecoming the Queen of a great nation 
of foxhunters like this." 

" It would so," assented the "cretur." 

" However," said Tom, "if the worst comes to the 
worst, and she tries to ' Jew me,' I can always build 
a similar thing, and perhaps improve upon it too." 

The hounds had now got to Cressingham Copse. 
It i& an oval dean, with a strongish stream, 
fringed with sedgy banks, the water running into 
the large reservoir of the Dusty Binn Mills, a little 
below. After the usual " make believe " drawing. 
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Lord Harry crossed the mill race at the sluice, and 
scrambling up a rough brush-woody bank, horn 
in hand, surveyed the scene below. 

It requires a steady horse to insure your safe 
transit over a mill dam, and some of the field did 
not seem to fancy giving theirs a chance of tumbling 
them in; among the number the "cretur," who, 
sliding down the bank below the dam, began ex- 
ploring a south-east passage. 

" Duke ! " exclaimed he at the top of his voice, 
as he saw a footpath winding up the bank from 
the road he was now taking, " Duke ! " repeated he, 
though Tom answered at the first shot, " Here's a 
better way ! here's a better way ! " 

" Oh, your grace, I'm not going to draw any 
more ! " halloaed Lord Harry Harkaway, fit to 
drop out of his saddle with laughing. So saying 
he took off his hat with great deference, and having 
acknowledged his courtesy, Tom cut away as hard 

as ever he could lay legs to the ground. 

***** 

* * * * * 

Well it's four years ago, as we said before, and 
Tom had forgotten all about the " cretur," and the 
" duke," and the " Pavilion," and all the nonsense 
he had talked, until they were most unpleasantly 
forced on his recollection last season. 

Mr. Neville's hounds met at Scruffington Clump, 
one of the wildest and most out-of-the-way places 
they have; but proscribed meets being rather in 
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vogue since the " Chase " day, there was a fairish 
sprinkling of sportsmen, including our unfortunate 
friend, the "duke for a day." Why^hewentwe 
don't know, save that oats were very dear, and he 
had had very little hunting for his money; for 
Scruffington Clump, independently of being a most 
uninviting place, is only an uncertain draw, espe- 
cially in the spring. It lies handier for the Dazzle- 
goose hounds ; but Mr. Neville, who is one of the 
old, hard-bitten, uncompromising order of masters, 
and would as soon part with an inch off his nose as 
an acre off his country, keeps it as a sort of Botany 
Bay to send his hounds to in bad weather, or on days 
that he doesn't mean to go out himself. When 
asked to give it up, " as it is of. no use to him," he 
always says, " / dorCt know how soon I may want 
ity^ and muttering something about railways he 
closes the discourse. It's a nasty place — a land- 
mark clump of Scotch firs, that haven't grown an 
inch these twenty years, placed on the summit of the 
swelling Whitcliffe Hills. The land around is of 
the poorest, most impoverished order ; the wretched 
water weeds, the jrellow moss, the unhealthy rushes, 
and the scattered broom and brushwood scarcely co- 
vering the thin water-gruelly-looking soiL It seems 
to grow every thing but what it should. Some en- 
terprising individuals enclosed a considerable por- 
tion of it some years ago, and the weak hedges are 
in that delightful state of mossy rottenness as to 
make gates superfluous articles. The cattle just 



THE BLANK DAY. 287 

walk through the hedges where they like. The 
country indeed is fast returning to its pristine, 
goose an acre, state. Its fox-hunting feature is not 
amiss, and if it were a sure find it would not be. a 
bad place ; but there is no regular holding cover 
in the draw, and Mr. Neville's hounds are gene- 
rally indebted to the Dazzlegoose people for a run 
when they get one. Such was the place which our 
friend Tom Scott cast up at, and not having been 
there for five years, he got such a fright, that we 
don't think he will venture there again. 

Unpromising as the place was, they had a field — 
Trumper was there, also the Hobbletrots, and one 
or two other Goose and Dumpling men. 

Of red coats they had Muffinmouth, Colonel 
Buckskin, Mr. Palmer of Walford, Mr. Moulden of 
Bradfield, Mr. Harford and his son, Mr. Murray of 
Hadham, a few Dazzlegoose men in apricot colour, 
and some of the great unshaved from the barracks. 

Judge of our poor friend's horror on leaving the 
clump to draw some loose-bottomed belts of plant- 
ations below, at seeing Tarquinius Muff's great 
white stomach coming along with a diminutive-look- 
ing companion, who, at a glance, Scott saw was 
the " cretur." 

He had hardly time to shove his great Graham* 
like* gills into his cravat, push his coat collar up, 

♦ Sir James Graham is very liberal in the matter of shirt 
collars, as used to be ably depicted by Punch during the vir- 
tuotis administration that did so much for the farmers. 
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and stick his hat on sideways, (h la Jerry, the 
race-list seller,) make himself as unlike himself as 
possible, ere they were within descrying distance 
of each other/ 

Scott pretended not to see Tugtail, but with a 
sidelong sort of glance watched the first view strike 
his frame, and saw that if revolving years had 
deepened the wrinkles in his old cheeks, the day 
had not yet taken the lustre out of the hair dye, 
his precise locks being as black and as trim as a 
raven's wing. 

Moreover, Scott saw Tugtail point him out to 
MuflT, and could almost tell by their manner what 
each said. 

" There's the Duke of Devonshire ! " exclaimed 
TugtaU. 

" Not a bit of it," repUed Muff. 
"Who is it, then ?" inquired Tugtail. 
" Which do you mean ?" asked Muff. 
" The man on the chestnut." 
" Oh ! that's — haw — Mr. Scott — haw — a sort of 
a — haw — gentleman — haw — farmer — haw — 
lives at a place called Haw — Buck Grange — haw." 
Muff was the great man of the day, and the poor 
" cretur" who doats upon titles, was absolutely 
high and dry for want of one. In this sad dilemma 
he actually sought the acquaintance of our friend 
Tom at the hands of Tarquinius Muff, all because 
Tom looked like the Duke of Devonshire, or a man 
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he had been told was the duke, for he is no more 
like him. than we are. 

Tom had dodged them for nearly an hour, till 
they pinned him in the corner of a field from 
whence there was no escape but over a high stone 
wall. 

" Scott, let me introduce my friend Mr. Tugtail,'* 
said Muff, bringing Tuggey up. 

" Happy to make the acquaintance of Mr. Scott," 
said the " cretur" with a most patronising bow, 
just such a bow as Tom made to him on the former 
occasion. 

Tom sky-scraped in return. 

After a common-place or two, the " cretur" thus 
began : — 

" Do you know, Mr. Scott, I was very nearly 
making a most ridiculous mistake just now ?" ob- 
served he. 

" What was that. Sir ?" asked Tom, with a pretty 
good idea of what was coming. 

"Why, do you know when I first saw you, I 
absolutely took you for my Mend the Duke of 
Devonshire." 

" That would have been a mistake, indeed," ob- 
served Tom. 

"Well, I assure you it was so," replied he. 
" Our friend Muff will tell you the same. ' That's 
the Duke of Devonshire ! ' said I, as you rode up. 
* Nonsense!' said Muff; 'it's Mr. Scott.' By the 

u 




290 THE BLANK DAY. 

way, may I ask if you are any way related to the 
great Sir Walter ?" 

" Not that I know of," replied Tom. 

"Most likely, I should think," observed the 
" cretur," anxious to make the best of our friend. 
" Most likely, I should think," repeated he. " Pray 
do you spell your name with two t's ?" 

" Yes," replied Scott. 

" You don't know my friend the Duke of Devon- 
shire, then," observed Tugtail, after a minute 
scrutiny of Tom's features. 

" No," replied Tom ; *' I never saw hitn." 

" Ah ! well, you'd know him if you were to see 
him, for there's certainly a resemblance between 
you," observed he ; " and your voice is something 
similar. It must be so, indeed, or I couldn't have 
mistaken you for a man I know so well." 

" Does his grace hunt ?" asked Tom, thinking to 
" trot Tuggey out" a little. 

" Oh, yes," replied he ; " rides well, too ; I should 
say, but his mind inclines more to shooting." 

" He'll have good shooting, I suppose," observed 
Scott. 

" CopzVa/," replied his — not friend, but persecutor. 
" He's great with his gun," added he. " Indeed it 
is in the shooting way that I see most of him. I've 
a room at Ohatsworth whenever I like to go," added 
Tugtail. 

** Which you will occupy pretty often, I ima- 



I 
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gine," observed Tom ; adding, " at least / would, I 
know." 

" IVe many other friends," replied TugtaU^ 
'^ desirous of my company." 

"Ay, but rd always go to the biggest," ob- 
served Tom. 

" Well, there's something in that," replied Tug- 
tail, with a sagacious nod of his now puice-coloured 
head. 

Here Tom managed to shove in between old 
Trumper and Tom Hobbletrot, and escaped the 
" cretur" for half an hour or so. 

After the usual promiscuous rambling about of 
a " wild draw," going first to one nameless place 
and then to another, just as they turned up, and 
seemed likely for a fox, the field arrived at ^V^il- 
lowby Brake, the first really plausible-looking 
place they had been at. 

Here the "cretur" pinned poor Tom again. 

" You don't know Chatsworth, I think you say, 
Mr. Scott ?" observed Tugtail. 

" No I don't," grunted Tom. 

" Beautiful place," observed Tugtail ; " at least 
will be, when the duke makes his grand alter- 
ations." 

Tugtail then entered into a long and confiden- 
tial communication with Tom respecting the 
Pavilion, which, singular enough, was then lately 
stated in the papers to have been sold, or for sale, 
detailing how, " by his advice, " the duke, having 

u 2 
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held off for some years, had now got it at his own 
price, and how his grace was gomg to establish an 
ostrich hunt, and have battues of peacocks; a 
" rechauffSy^ in short, of the information Tom had 
given him four years ago, with a few variations 
tending to Tuggey's own glorification and exem- 
plification of his intimacy with the Duke. 

So the " cretur" persecuted poor Tom from 
cover to cover, throughout a long blank day, who 
declares that if everybody suffers as much for 
telling a lie as he did, he's sure they won't tell any 
more. 

Now, if that isn't a blank day, we don't know 
what a blank day is. 
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CHAP. XV. 

THE SEASON 1846-7. 

" What queer books you vrrite ! " observed our ex- 
cellent but rather matter-of-fact friend, Sylvanus 
BluflF, the other day, who seeing us doubling up a 
sheet of paper in a rather unceremonious way, con- 
cluded we were at what he calls our " old tricks.'' 
" I buy all your books," added he with a solemn 
shake of the head, as though we were beggaring 
him — "I bought your * Jorrocks, Jaunts, and Jolli- 
ties,' I bought ' Handley Cross, or the Spa Hunt,' 
I bought * Hillingdon Hall, or the Cockney Squire ;' 
but I don't understand them. I don't see the wit 
of them. / don't see the use of them. / wonder 
you don't write something useful. I should think 
now," added he seriously, " you could do something 
better. I should say now you would be quite 
equal to writing a dictionary, or a book upon 
drahiing, and those would be really useful works, 
and your friends would get something for their 
money." 

Gentle reader ! we plead guilty to the charge of 
writing most egregious nonsense. Nay, we are 
sometimes surprised how such stuff can ever enter 
our head, astonished that we should be weak enough 
to commit it to paper, amazed that there should be 

TJ 3 
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publishers rash enough to print it, and lost in utter 
bewilderment that there should be good, honest, 
sane, nay sensible folks, not only idle enough to 
read it, but, oh wonder ! of all wonders ! extrava- 
gant enough to part with their good current coin 
to buy it ! 

And talking of friends buying our books out of 
politeness, we may here avail ourself of the oppor- 
tunity to say that there is nothing we dislike 
more ; nay, so great is our objection, that if we knew 
any honest, mistaken man about to commit such an 
absurdity, we would absolutely forestall our own 
market by offering him a copy. At least we think 
we would. 

We don't know why any one should do so, we are 
sure, for neither by name, dedication, or date, do 
we ever provoke so suicidal an act. We may 
say, with our excellent friend Peter Morris, that " if 
putting our Christian name and surname at the be- 
ginning of a book were necessary conditions to the 
dignity of authorship, we should never be one while 
we live." Like Peter, " we want nerves for this." 
We rejoice in the privilege of writing and printing 
incognito^ and think with him that it is the " finest 
discovery " that ever was made. Peter, to be sure, 
got bolder with age, but then he felt that he was 
" somebody." 

Writing, we imagine, is something like snufiing or 
smoking — men get into the way of it, and can't 
well leave it off. Like smoking, it serves to be- 
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guile an idle hour. Individually speaking, writing 
makes us tolerably independent, both of the world 
and the weather. We are never regularly high 
and dry for want of a companion so long as we 
can get pen, ink, and paper ; and though we should 
not like to back ourself against such a winter as 
the last (1846-7), yet writing enables us to con- 
tend with a tolerable amount of bad weather. An 
author has pretty much the same pleasure in 
seeing his ugly cramped hand turned into neat 
print that a traveller has in receiving five and 
twenty francs for a sovereign on landing in France. 
Revising is something like returning to the reali- 
ties of English money again*. But we are getting 
into the mysteries of authorship. 

Next to buying our books out of politeness, our 
greatest objection is to having them exposed to 
view. If the great Lord Mayor was to " look us 
up," and invite us to one of those gorgeous feasts 
that annihilate so many turtles, and if on the table 
in his reception room we w^ere to see one of our books 
— Hawbuck Grange, for instance — (and what au- 
thor does not recognise his own works at a glance!) 
our appetite would immediately fail us, and his 
lordship would save both "his meat and his mense*," 
as they say in the country. 

Some men " stand fire " better than others. 

* This we believe is a localism : at all events, it does not 
seem to be a Londonism ; for the printer had it, " his meat and 
his mouse." 
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We remember once dining at a great Russian 
Jew's, whose drawing-room table was garnished | 

with nothing but New Monthly Magazines — New 
Monthly Magazines in every stage of life, from the 
well-thumbed "yearling," down to the newly- 
issued number of yesterday. 

Presently the door opened, and Sir Edward Lyt- 
ton Bulwer, the avowed editor, was announced. 
• • • • • 

" Shir Edward Shir," said our host, taking up a 
number as soon as the baronet's back had subsided 
into still life, " Shir Edward Shir, I do not like 
dis article of yours, on de state of parties, it is far 

too " something, we forget what, and so he went 

on lecturing and commenting on the numbers in 
succession, till " dinner " put an end to the scene. 

Our former admiration of Sir Edward's talents 
was now divided at the heroic way in which he 
stood fire. 

This digression will have told the reader two 
things, first, that we don't w^nt any body to buy 
this book on the Blufi* principle ; secondly, that we 
shall consider it a greater compliment of those 
friends who do buy it, if they will keep it out of 
sight, than if they were to parade it before us. 

We now come to the more immediate purport of 
this chapter. Our friend Blufi^'s reproof has made 
us anxious to give this volume a flavour of useful- 
ness, were it only to save us from the labour of 
writing a dictionary, but the difficulty is, how to 
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give a work relating so entirely to a pleasurable 
pursuit a flavour of usefulness. 

In the course' of our cdgitations, it has occurred 
to us that the only possible way of doing it is to 
give a sort of meteorological register of the season 
in which our friend Tom Scott's adventures are 
laid. Tom's adventures will do as well for one 
season as another, because, generally speaking, they 
refer to the sport and not to the weather ; but an 
actual matter-of-fact register may be useful here- 
after, and perhaps save some from supposing that 
future seasons are the worst that ever were known. 
To do the full measure of usefulness we will begin 
with a glance at the season which preceded it. 

The season of 1844-5 was perhaps the best hunt- 
ing one of modern times. The harvest was late, 
and some packs got little or no cub hunting, but 
from November up to the last week in March, there 
was a continuous run of fine hunting weather, and 
generally speaking first-rate sport. A snow storm 
then intruded, but like all spring storms it was of 
short duration, and April again presented a fine 
moist favourable month to those who live in coun- 
tries where hunting can be pursued so late. The 
summer of 1846 was unusually hot, and the harvest 
remarkably early. Cub hunting began correspond- 
ingly early, as we have shown in Chapter I. of this 
work, yet, with such a favourable commeficement, 
what an apology of a season it was ! What a hope- 
raising, spirit-crushing affair all through ! If we 
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look back upon it from the commencement, have 
we any pleasing recollection of it, any " run of the 
season," any joyous reminiscence, any realised 
pleasure, any greenest or reddest spot on memory's 
hunting waste, any thing handsome to say of it ? 
Is there anybody to speak to its character ? as the 
judge asks prior to trouncing a prisoner. No one. 
Let us review it. 

We will begin with November. What was No- 
vember like ? More like a bad March than the 
glorious, sloppy, poachy, wet-me-through month 
we have long known by that name. We contend 
that a free-bom fox-hunter has a perfect inde- 
feasible right to have his feet well wet every day 
he goes out hunting in the month of November. 
Yet we know we didn't get ours wet once, and as 
to a general good soaking, a sort of return when 
one first sends a shower from the hat by running 
the finger round the rim, down to the squeeze out 
of the purply coat tails, and the sucking, cork- 
drawing blob of the boots, our garments are none 
the worse for any thing they did last year. 

In fact, we don't feel as if we had any hunting. 
True we saw a stud of boots standing ranged like 
Major Ponto's library, and a " pink" folded lining 
outwards, lying atop of the drawers, but they 
were so seldom used, that the whole thing appears 
more like those occasional visits that one makes to 
fairs or country races throughout the year than the 
compact three or four months into which we com- 



THE SEASON 1846-7. 299 

press as much hunting and pleasure as lasts us the 
twelvemonth. We have had no such winter these 
ten years. The season of 1836-7 was unfavourable 
in some countries, and was well cut through in the 
middle, particularly in the south, by a tremendous 
snow storm, but it did not arrive till Christmas 
Day, a period when nobody has any right to object. 
The papers of that day said, that " On the twenty- 
fourth and twenty-fifth of December the country 
generally was visited by a fall of snow, heavier and 
more serious in its consequence than has been ex- 
perienced for many years, which not only put a 
stop to hunting, but interrupted the internal com- 
munication of the country." The great storm, 
however, was only of short duration, and hunting 
was resumed in the course of January, and con- 
tinued in a catching sort of way, now on, now 
off, according to the arrival of the floods, the frosts, 
the falls of snow, and the gales with which it was 
interspersed. Indeed the seasons of 1836-7 and 
1846-7 have been somewhat alike, Avith the quali- 
fication, that the latter being the freshest in our 
recollection, of course appears the worst of the two. 
There was snow in the middle of April, 1837, but 
we have had snow at Epsom races since then, which 
of course throws the April performance into the 
shade. There was a long stop to hunting in 1838, 
but we had better say nothing about it, lest we 
should rouse young 1848 to retaliate. We wiU 
therefore just stick to our text, the season 1846-7. 
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November we have seen through. We now come 
to December. What shall we say of December? 
Oh lauk! up to the hocks in snow all the month. 
But we will take the rough outline as booked in 
our pocket-book. Thus it stands. We should, 
however, premise that November went out with 
snow. The twenty-ninth and thirtieth have that 
ominous word opposite their dates. December en- 
tered with a hard frost atop of the snow, which 
continued throughout the first week. On the 
seventh there was a thaw, which lasted till the 
ninth. The tenth brought a hard frost with more 
snow ; the eleventh ditto with more ditto ; the thir- 
teenth, fourteenth, fifteenth, sixteenth, and seven- 
teenth, ditto in the way of frost ; on the eighteenth 
came another thaw, which on the nineteenth was 
very rapid, and continued on to the twenty-third, 
when, with Thursday the twenty-fourth, came a 
hard frost,' backed on the twenty-fifth by more 
snow, and so the month continued to the end, with 
the trifling variation of a make-believe thaw on the 
twenty-eighth and twenty-ninth. Not a day's 
hunting throughout a month ! 

The new year opened doubtfully. We had alter- 
nate snow and thaw for the first week. The seventh 
of January we have booked as wet. But what 
ominous words follow! — Ninth, frosty; tenth, frost ; 
eleventh, hard frost; twelfth, very hard — and so i 

on from the twelfth to the twentieth without varia- 
tion, save that the words " and snow " are added to 
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the last day. Twenty-first was frost and snow, 
twenty-second ditto and sleet, twenty-third ditto, 
twenty-fourth very cold rain and high wind, twenty- 
fifth thaw, twenty-sixth thaw continued, with the 
usual ominous predictions resulting from the snow 
still lying on the hill tops, the twenty-seventh was 
very fine, and hounds began to stir again, but the 
month closed with a white frost and snow on the 
evening of the thirty-first. So much for January. 
February the first has the word " snow " booked 
opposite to it ; the second has " more snow and 
frost " affixed to it ; the third and fourth have 
"frost;" the fifth, "thaw;" the sixth, "thaw, 
changing to frost at night;" the seventh the 
ominous words " hard frost ; " the eighth is dis- 
tinguished by the words " bitter frost ;" the ninth 
ditto; the tenth has "snow" to it; the eleventh, 
"more snow;" the twelfth, "frost;" which ap- 
pears to have continued to the fourteenth, when 
there came a thaw, followed on the fifteenth by 
a frost, succeeded again on the sixteenth by a thaw, 
which lasted tiU about the end of the month — 
the twenty-seventh — the day on which our pocket- . 
book says " hare-hunting ends," though Mr. Trum- 
per says "it does nothing of the sort," for he 
reckons a March hare as good as most foxes, 
March we do not expect much from, and there- 
fore have not much right to find fault with it. It 
is generally a worse month than either January or 
April, supposing all countries admitted of hunting 



302 THE SEASON 1846-7. 

in April. This year we had snow in the second 
week, making the fourth winter of the season, and 
there was frost enough to stop hounds in many 
parts about the middle of the month. In the third 
week the fallows were flying, and the ground was 
too dry for any thing but farming towards the end. 
April, however, rectified that, for the smiling 
month, entered with another fall of snow, the fifth 
winter of the season, which continued to fall at 
night and clear ofi^ during the day for the first 
three or four days. So we think we may say the 
season was a very had one. 

And now having said our utilitarian say, we will 
conclude this chapter, and finish our volume with 
a description of Tom Scott's visit to the man who 
provoked it. 
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CHAP. XVI. 

THE MORNING MEET. 

Our friend Tom had put his red coat to bed, that 
is to say, in the topmost drawer of the wardrobe, 
and had commenced stripping his horses, when he 
got the following note from his friend, Sylvanus 
Bluff: — 

" Dear Scott, " Cavil House. 

" I'm worried alive with Mr. Neville's foxes, and 
heartily wish you'd come over and kill me some 
of them, for I really think they won't leave me a 
lamb, or a goose, or a head of game about the 
place. I have written to Mr. Neville and Old 
*Ben till I'm tired, and it's perfectly ridiculous ex- 
pecting me to preserve foxes, which I do most 
sedulously, when they never come near to hunt 
them. I have therefore got the Scratchley dogs 
coming over on Thursday, and we are going to 
turn out by daybreak to see what we can do with 
a drag. I wish you would come over and assist, 
as you know more about these things than I do. 
Dinner at six. 

" Yours sincerely, 

" S. Bluff." 
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Bluff — like a great many of us — is a capital 
fellow in his way — that is to say, if he has his 
own way — but he doesn't like to be thwarted ; 
least of all to have any of his live stock injured 
or destroyed. Still he preserves foxes ; indeed 
he calls himself a sportsman — a sportsman who 
is content with two hunts a year, one in the spring, 
the other in the autumn. When among non-hunt- 
ing men, he talks big about hunting, and his 
doings with the hounds ; but when among mem- 
bers of the hunt, he always parades his patriotism 
in preserving what are a " downright nuisance to 
him." Like a good many other men, he never 
makes allowances for the seasons, and if he has 
not the hounds at his house when he wants them 
he considers himself slighted. Mr. Neville not 
having got to him, had caused him to worry and 
fidget himself into a belief that he was in danger 
of being eaten up by foxes ; and, partly as an act 
of self-preservation, and partly, perhaps, by way 
of what he calls " keeping Mr. Neville in order," 
he had invited Sam Jubberknowl of Badstock to 
bring over the Scratchley dogs. Jubberknowl is 
a loose fish of a brewing, inn-keeping saddler at 
Badstock, who, what they call, " heads the Scratch- 
ley dogs;" that is to say, is answerable to the 
tax-gatherer for the ten couple which they return 
as seven. It is generally observed that half the 
Scratchley dogs disappear about taxing time. 

When we see a pack of hounds advertised to 
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meet at half-past eight or nine o'clock in the morn- 
ing, or hear them spoken of in the country as 
" dogs," one has a pretty good idea what to expect ; 
and, even if Scott had not known Jubberknowl 
and his establishment, he would have had little 
difficulty in picturing the concern. As it was, 
our friend Tom had often been puzzled to make 
out whether Jubberknowl is a sportsman, or 
merely one who busies himself about the "dogs" 
for the purpose of furthering his other callings of 
saddler, publican, and sinner. The few times Tom 
had seen him out with Mr. Neville, he observed 
that he always came very late, and went away 
very early, and never passed a public-house with- 
out stopping to refresh himself. The latter, how- 
ever, might be on the reciprocity principle. 

It so happened that Scott was going over on the 
afternoon of the day on which he got Mr. Bluff's 
letter to have a field day on the flags with the 
entry, and he took an early opportunity of telling 
Mr. Neville about it, expecting nothing but that 
he would give Bluff, and Jubberknowl, and the 
Scratchley dogs, a good blessing for their intended 
unceremonious intrusion. 

" I'm very glad you've mentioned it," observed 
Mr. Neville, " for it reminds me that I've had two 
letters from Mr. Bluff about the damage the foxes 
are doing him, which I have quite forgotten .to 
answer, and Ben has had no end of complaints from 

x 
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Steeltrap his keeper. What can I do? You 
know," added he, with a shrug of the shoulders, 
*'I can't make the season. I should only have 
been too glad to have gone over and hunted his 
foxes for him ; but toe couldn't go in the snow — 
we couldn't go in the frost — we couldn't go in 
the wind — and it was no use going when the 
country got as dry and as hard as these flags," 
continued he, stamping upon them as he spoke. 

" But what do you say about the Scratchley 
dogs ?" asked Tom, expecting to get Mr. Neville's 
bristles up at the very idea of any one invading 
his country. 

" Why, as to thaty' replied our master, shaking 
his head and looking very solemn, "I suppose 
Mr. BluiF must just do as he thinks right. It's 
true he always preserves foxes for us, and he has 
some good covers in the centre of our country, 
so that it wouldn't be prudent to quarrel with 
him. One can't tell a non-hunting man like him 
that he shall not do what he likes with his own, 
and if he does not kill a vixen, he mayn't do us 
any great harm." 

" Perhaps," added he after a pause, " the best 
thing you could do would be to go over and see 
what they do do, and if you should have such a 
misfortune as to kill a vixen, which is almost the 
only chance Bluff has of getting blood this dry 
weather, you could secure the cubs at all events. 
We are short on the Cannonbridge side of the 
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country, notwithstanding we have killed so few 
there this season." 

So unexpected a permission completely staggered 
our friend Tom, and it was not until he was on 
his way home that it occurred to him that a visit 
to Cavil House would again enable him to kill two 
birds with one stone — see the fun, and consult 
Mrs. Bluff about the teeth. Accordingly, he so 
arranged it, and on the Wednesday rode over, 
" bags and all," trusting to chance for getting his 
horse taken care of. 

It was a fine afternoon, the weather every thing 
that a farmer could wish, and a fox-hunter object 
to — warm sun, cold east wind, cracking clays, 
flying fallows, and parched roads. 

When Tom got to Cavil House, he found Mr. 
Bluff with the now common accompaniment of a 
country gentleman, a draining-pipe, in his hand, 
which he flourished about like a fiddlestick, or a 
field-marshal's baton. He was in the usual stew 
of people who have got hold of something they 
don't quite understand. We don't mean his drain- 
ing-pipe, for with these he is quite at home, but he 
found that boarding and lodging the Scratchley 
dogs was not quite so convenient as having Mr. 
Neville's well-appointed pack trotted on to his 
lawn at twenty minutes past ten. 

" Most ravenous devils ! most ravenous devils ! " 
exclaimed he, grasping Tom's hand, and flourishing 
the draining-pipe like the leader of a band, with 
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his £ace as red as a turkey-cock's thropple, and his 
green cut-away thrown back, displaying not only 
his striped calamanco waistcoat, but his cotton 
braces at the arm-holes. " Have lapped up all 
the skim milk ! have lapped up all the skim milk ! 
and now they want porridge ! and now they want 
porridge ! Glad to see you, however ! glad to see 
you ! " and thereupon he again shook Scott heartily 
by the hand. 

Tom was just going to say, " What they've come, 
have they ?" when a most appalling chorus from 
the back yard saved the question, and caused Bluff 
to point his draining-pipe towards it. 

" By gad, what a row they make!" said he ; 
" by gad, what a row, they make ! I really think 
they'll drive Mrs. Bluff mad, for she hates dogs 
any-how, and our youngest boy's just out of the 
hooping-cough, and she'll swear that this will 
throw him back ! and she'll swear that this will 
throw him back." 

Another chorus more riotous than its predecessor 
filled the air, and echo prolonged the sOund. " If 
we are to stand this all night," observed Bluff, with 
a solemn shake of the head, grounding his draining- 
pipe as he spoke, " we might as well have a mena- 
gerie at our door." 

" Let's have them out," said Scott, getting off 
his horse, " and see if we can't quiet them by walk- 
ing them about a bit." 

" Out!'' screamed Bluff. " Out!'' repeated he ; 
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"but how do you expect to get them in ^gain ? 
We have had to carry them in one by one as it is, and 
they've bitten two of my men desperately, Mrs. 
Bluff declares they are all mad, and has locked 
herself into her room, and won't come out at any 
price." 

" Well, but Where's Jubberknowl ?" asked Scott, 
seeing poor Bluff's perturbation — "he can quiet 
them, at all events." 

"Jubberknowl be hanged," responded Bluff, 
" Jubberknowl be hanged^^ repeated he with greater 
emphasis — "he's behaved very ill! he's behaved 
very ill ! See what he's sent ! see what he's sent !" 
added he, producing a dirty slip of paper with the 
following: — 

" Dear Sir, 
" I send the dogs, and hop they will answer 
your purpose. Am sorry he can't come myself, 
having got for to go to Croppydock Fair, but 
Joshua knows all their names, and is very bidly. 
They had better be coupled before they leave the 
kennel. 

" Your dutiful Servant, 

"Samuel Jubberknowl." 

The "bidly" gentleman now appealed, carrying 
two pig pails in a stable hoop. 

" By Jove, there goes all my pigs' meat !" ejacu- 
lated poor Bluff, inwardly wishing he had let the 

X 3 
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whole alone. " Might as well have a regiment of 
soldiers billeted on one — might as well have a 
regiment of soldiers billeted on one ;" adding, " It's 
to be hoped he'll get them pacified at last — it's to 
be hoped he'll get them pacified at last." 

Joshua was a stout-set, square-built, drayman-like 
fellow, of a uniform breadth from the shoulders to ^ 
the heels ; he was dressed in a sort of third-hand 
suit of hunting things, the cap being a rusty brown, 
the scanty coat deep purple, the abundant breeches 
very dirty, and the almost black boots so short and 
scant as to keep the majority of his swelling calves 
above the tops. His square, coarse-featured, freckled 
face was indicative of little except drink. 

We will now take a glance at the internal arrange- 
ments of Cavil House. 

Mrs. Blufi^ is any thing but what the name indi- 
cates. Indeed she seems to have -made a serious 
mistake in changing her maiden one of Green — 
Rosamond Green — for that of Blufi^. The roses 
and lilies of youth having fled, she is left the most 
nervous, pallid, washed-out looking creature that 
ever was seen. The slightest thing throws her into 
convulsions. She is one of those ailing sort of 
bodies with whom nothing is really ever the matter. 
Still she always lives in dread; and whatever ailment 
happens to be uppermost, she immediately invests 
herself and family with it. When the cholera was 
astir, she had it many times; tj^hus fever is a stand- 
ing dish with her, and raeazles, hooping-cough, influ- 
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enza, are all frequent visiters. She buys all the 
quack books that are published, and all the quack 
medicines that are sold, and experimentalises upon 
the poor people in the neighbourhood. 

No sooner did the news of the men having been bit 
reach her than she conjured up all sorts of horrors 
respecting hydrophobia, and resolutely barricadoed 
herself and children into her room. Even poor Bluff 
was only permitted to hold communion sweet through 
the key-hole. Of course the party at Cavil House 
had not her company at dinner ; and almost equally 
of course. Bluff, To\n Scott, and the few neighbours 
Bluff had assembled, drank more wine than they 
ought. We don't mean to say they got drunk ; 
but having no break, caused either by the retirement 
of the ladies or by their summoning them to tea, 
they settled more determinedly to the bottle, added 
to which, they drank the first three bottles as two, 
without finding out the mistake. Indeed it was 
not until he got three quarters of a bottle aboard, 
that Bluff could fairly be said to be himself again, 
when, having got his waistcoat loose all but the 
two bottom buttons, they gradually got his convers- 
ation coaxed through the medium of his favourite 
subject, draining, on to that of fox-hunting itself. 
It was plain, however, that his inclination was for 
the destruction, and not the pursuit, of the animal. 
He was uncommonly blood-thirsty. The blood of his 
lambs and his leverets seemed to call for vengeance, 
and the number of victims increased as the evening 
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advanced, until he got the lambs up from ten to 
near thirty. The shepherd told Tom in confidence 
that they had lost three, but one he believed had 
been worried by a greyhound. The neighbours 
gradually dropt off until Bluff and Tom were at 
last left alone, when, having fixed the time for 
turning out, said every thing they could think of, 
and some things twice over, they both seemed to 
think they might as well save the fatigue of fiirther 
conversational effort by going to bed ; and pulling 
out their watches simultaneously, they found it was 
on the point of striking twelve. 

Accordingly off they bundled. 

Tom had scarcely got into bed when the violent 
bang of the door in the next room, which was only- 
separated from his by a thin lath and plaster wall, 
followed by a heavy footstep, and an ejaculation 
that sounded very like " D — d fool," announced 
that his host was hard by. Bluff stumped and 
banged about, hitting this, knocking that, occa- 
sionally letting fall an oath or an observation, such 
as, "Curse the table" — "Absurd nonsense" — 
"Women such fools" — "D — ^n the boot-jack!" — 
until at length a creak and a heavy souse proclaimed 
that he had turned into bed. 

The poor man was condemned to sleep in his dress- 
ing-room, for fear he might be mad. Tom Scott 
might be included in the list of unfortunates, for he 
was victimised by the arrangement. His room, 
though an extremely good one^ was not that terrible 
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bugbear, the best one, with a lofty bed as big as a 
field, but a cozey, comfortable, easily-got-ready 
one, looking to the north, or back of the house. It 
so happened that the Scratchley dogs were lodged 
in the brewhouse just below; and these unruly 
spirits, unused to the restraint of civilised packs, 
kept howling and' yelling throughout the night. 
It was not the cheery chorus of hounds in kennel 
fiUing the air with their merry voices, but a sort 
of melancholy drawl resembling what is called the 
death howl. This they set up about every half 
hour, bursting out in full chorus at first, with the 
sound of scratching and gnawing at the door and 
wood- work, until the howl gradually died out in a 
moan. Nor was this the worst; for Tom's host 
could hear them also, though not so distinctly as 
Tom did ; and what with the drink, the noise of 
the hounds, and the strange bed he was in, Blufi^ 
evidently could not get to sleep* This was plainly 
indicated by his tossings and talkings. First he 
began calculating the number of draining tiles to 
an acre, at various distances, a calculation that was 
interrupted every now and then by abusing the 
hounds, wishing they were all in a warmer place 
than the brewhouse ; then he banged over against 
the wall, and snorted, as if trying to get to sleep 
with a shore. The next thing Tom heard was, 
" Curse the thing," and apparently stripping off the 
counterpane. Then there was another lull, and 
the dogs had their turn ; after which Tom heard 
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his friend at the novel recreation of saying his 
multiplication table — twice two's four, twice three's 
six, twice four's eight, and so on. This Bluff carried 
on very perseveringly till he got into the fifth 
column, when, after boggling at five times six, he 
was regularly brought up at five times eight, and 
the multiplication table seemed to die away in a 
mutter. Tom really thought they would both 
accomplish a sleep about this time, and he was as 
near dropping off as could be, when the vaga- 
bonds in the " lock-up" fell a fighting, and if there 
had been fifty couple they could not have made a 
greater noise. They yelled, and they tore, and 
they bit, and they worried, and they howled, and 
they growled, and they rattled and knocked the 
butts, and tubs, and casks about, as if they would 
destroy every thing in the place. 
' Fortunately their din had the effect of waking 
Joshua, and presently he began clattering with a 
broomstick at the door, and rating and calling to 
them by name. "Miscreant!" shouted he; "ifis- 
creant!^^ he repeated in a still louder tone. 
" Mis-CREANT ! " roared he, with a tremendous rai^ 
iatj taty taty tarty of the broomstick against the 
door, adding, "Ord, dom ye, ha don! Ord, dom 
ye, be quiet ! Oh ! Prowler, it's youy is it ! Prow- 
ler ! ar say, ha don ! Prowler, for shame of 
yoursel! Plunderer! what are you after there?" 
inquired he, as the scene of action shifted to another 
quarter. " Whistler ! Whistler ! ar say. Flasher ! 
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for shame ! Towler, be quiet ! GurofiR, ha don ! ord 
dom ye ! ar'U hang ye all, and put the rest i' the 
small debts coourt !" added he, with a kick at the 
door that made it shake again ; and after rating, 
and rat^ tat^ tanning, and kicking and clattering 
for some quarter of an hour, peace was at length 
restored. 

Still Bluff couldn't get to sleep. He, however, 
abandoned the multiplication table, and tried an- 
other tack : he took to saying over the kings and 
queens of England — William the Conqueror, Wil- 
liam Rufus, William Rufus, William the Conqueror, 
and so on down to Stephen, where he stuck. He then 
skipped on to Edward the Fourth, from whom he- 
brought them on with a very fair hunting scent 
down to Queen Victoria. Still that wouldn't do. 
He then began spouting — "My name is Norval! 
on the Grampian hills," &c., but that did not seem 
to answer any better, and he presently struck 
off with — 

" The curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
The lowing herds wind slowly o'er the lea ; 
The ploughman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to " 

"D — n those hounds T^ roared he, as the brutes 
again fell a fighting. Tom then heard him groping 
for his bell, which having found, he gave such a 
pull as left the rope in his hand. This pre- 
sently went smash through the window. 

Bluff then lay quiet for some time, and Tom was 
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in hopes he had fallen asleep ; but he had most 
likely only been listening if his footman was 
coming, for in less than ten minutes he was back at 
his multiplication table, trying to put his menaory 
over the leap it had stuck at before. It wouldn't 
do, however, so he at last turned away from it 
again, and began spouting ; and two o'clock found 
him most appropriately rehearsing Henry the 
Fourth's soliloquy to sleep : — 

** How many thousands of my poorest subjects 
Are at this hour asleep ! O, gentle sleep, 
Nature's soft nurse, how have I frighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh mj eyelids down/' <&c. 

which really seemed to operate beneficially, for a few 
incoherent noises were followed by a deep snore ; and 
having got rid of his nearest persecutor, our friend 
dropped asleep too, though when the servant called 
him at five, he was ready to swear that he hadn't 
had " a wink of sleep." 

Poor Sylvanus looked ten years older when he 
came down the next morning than he did when he 
went to bed. Instead of the healthy, ruddy com- 
plexion he generally has, and the fiill bright .eye, 
he was a sort of a bad green, much of the colour of 
the cushions in the library of the Conservative 
Club, with eyes like boUed gooseberries. His chin 
was all jagged and hacked with the scrapings of a 
blunt razor, or the shakings of an unsteady hand. 
Nevertherless he had got himself into the old swal- 
low-tailed scarlet and yellow ochres that Tom Scott 
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remembers ever since he (Tom) was a boy. A red 
coat is a red coat with some people, and year after 
year we see them putting themselves into the 
most old-fashioned, extraordinary articles with the 
most self-satisfied air. Sylvanus's had been made 
when mother-of-pearl buttons were the fashion, 
and he had great black animals engraved upon 
them that might pass either for wolves or foxes. 
The collar stood right up, in a sort of Gothic 
arch, half way up his head, and the closely set 
on waist-buttons were about half way between 
his shoulder blades and where the small of his 
back would be, if it had any small — Bluff's out- 
line is pretty straight. 

"Well Scott, old boy, how are you ?" exclaimed 
he, with ill-assumed gaiety, extending a feverish 
hand as they met in the passage leading into the 
breakfast-room ; " hope you slept well." 

" Pretty well, thank you," replied Tom, adding, 
"the hounds rather disturbed me at one time." 

He sunk " my name is Norval," the " kings and 
queens," " multiplication"*table, " and all that sort 
of thing. 

"Curse the hounds!" muttered Bluff, adding, 
" they disturbed me too. One would have thought 
all that pigs' meat would have kept them quiet; 
however, let's to breakfast, and go and take our 
change out of them.". 

Very little breakfast did for Bluff. A devil'd 
kidney and two cups of coffee were all he could 
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master, though, as Tom slipped up the back st^rs 
fot his gloves, he detected him in the butler's 
pantry, getting a bottle of soda water on the sly. 

It was fortunate Mrs. Bluff's room did not com- 
mand a view of the back yard ; for if she had seen 
the great bloody, dirty, sooty, unruly devils rush 
out full cry, and scour the yards and courts, and 
outhouses, tearing here, there, and every where, 
regardless of Joshua's yells and threats, and screams 
and tootles, and the cracks of his great flail-like 
whip, she might well have thought they were mad. 

" Give us a leg up !" exclaimed Joshua, as, after 
shooting the bolt of the brewhouse door, he stood 
beside a wretched, iron marked, bay Rosinante, 
whose galled back was protected from the pud- 
dingy saddle by a piece of old green and yeUow 
Scotch carpeting. 

"Which way's the cover?" inquired he as he 
thrust his great feet into the rusty stirrup irons. 

" Up the hill," replied the gardener, telegraphing 
with his arm; and forthwith Joshua tickled the 
old nag with his solitary spur, and hobbled off the 
stones at a most woe-begone shuffle, blowing, and 
hooping, and hallooing as he went. It was hard, 
to say which leg the old nag was lamest on. 

" They certainly are very unsteady, those hounds, 
I should say," observed Mr, Bluff, whose black cob 
seemed to have caught the infection, and began 
kicking and capering, regardless of Bluff's remon- 
strances and the diggings of his spurless heels. — 
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" Quick^^ was the word, and having mounted, our 

friends hurried after the noise made by Jos as he 

led the charge. 

« # « « « 

" D — n the fellow ! he's not going to put them 
into Reislip plantation, surely ! " exclaimed poor 
Bluff, as, on clearing the well-wooded avenue, they 
saw Joshua careering over the turf in that direction 
with some six or seven couple of hounds apparently 
hunting his horse, for they were going full cry. — 
" Oh my God ! " exclaimed Bluff, looking the 
very picture of misery : " they'll kill every hare in 
the place. Oh dear ! oh dear ! whatever shall I do ! 
Scott, my good fellow ! Scott, my good fellow ! your 
horse can gallop ! do get forward and turn them, 
or they'll utterly ruin me." 

Tom shot off at best pace, and just got within 
ear-shot of Joshua, as the resolute devils tore past 
his horse, and rushed full cry into cover. Stopping 
them was quite out of the question ; half a dozen 
Jos's couldn't have done it ; no, not even a Jos to 
each hound, mounted at least as this Jos was. 

In they went as if they would eat it. 
. " A ! they gan in bonny ! " exclaimed Jos, pulling 
up his cripple, apparently pleased at the feat. " If 
he's there, they'll soon rout him out. Forrard 
in! forrard in. Tapster, old boy!." continued he, 
as a great black and white devil came lobbing along, 
towling and liowlirig as he went. 

" They'll all be here enow," added Jos, looking 
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down upon the surrounding country, where one 
hound was baying the cows, another chasing a 
jackass, a third running a muck at the geese, and a 
couple of beagles that had been beat by the pace 
of their great four and twenty inch cousins were 
establishing a little rabbit hunt of their own. 

Poor Bluffs prophecy was speedily fulfilled ; for 
the hounds had not been in cover a minute ere the 
most lamentable screams and cries began to issue 
from all parts, as first one poor hare and then 
another was chopped by the savage invaders. 
Pheasants rose in clouds with noisy whir, and 
hares streamed wildly out in all directions, some 
rushing into the very jaws of the arriving strag- 
glers ; and when Bluffs cob got him to the scene, 
every dog had his hare, either dead or alive. 

Steeltrap, the keeper, was frantic. He abused 
Joshua like a pickpocket, asking him in the most 
open way if Joshua " thought he was such a fool 
as to allow a fox to set foot in the preserves ?" 
It was, however, no time for talking. The screams 
of the hares still continued ; and the keeper and 
the foot people having armed themselves with sticks 
and rails, and whatever they could lay hands on, 
rushed to the rescue, and presently there was a 
rare battering, and scrambling, and howling, and 
fighting in the plantation, as the savage hounds 
disputed the possession of the mangled pussey 
remains with the assailants. 

At length, by dint of blows from the cudgels 
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and blows from the horn, some six or seven couple 
of hounds were got out of cover ; and the only plan 
with scratch packs being to keep moving when 
you get a majority, Joshua again set off over the 
downs in the direction of Hailweston Woods, which 
were pointed to him in the distance as the place 
where he ought to have gone to throw off. 

When they got to Hailweston Woods they found 
the field consisting of a few neighbouring farmers, 
a keeper, and a blacksmith or two, who had been 
waiting some time for the hounds, each man, ac- 
cording to his own account, having winded a fox as 
he came. Some of them were ardent admirers of 
the Scratchley dogs, and anticipated their throwing 
Mr. Neville's completely into the shade. " Mr. Ne- 
ville's dogs are very good when there is a scent," 
observed Willie Wanderhead, " but they can't work 
a fox in dry weather like these," said he, eyeing 
the great bloody-faced savages as they passed. 

"That's RoUocker!" exclaimed Toby Butcher, 
as a great mastiff-headed creature, half foxhound 
half bloodhound, came throwing his tongue as he 
travelled. " Ah, what a fine note he has!" and so 
they were severally criticised in detail as they 
passed into cover. Joshua was already in, " yoick- 
ing " and cheering such as were inclined to listen to 
his voice. 

Several of the stanch dogs giving tongue as 
they drew, and all being desperately addicted to 
hare, they had kept up a pretty continuous noise 

y 
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in diflferent parts of the cover before a decided 
stream of melody indicated any thing better than 
riot, when a loud, oft-repeated, most masterly 
'* Tallyho !" to the south, announced that reynard 
had been seen. Away they all cut to the place, 
where they found a young ploughman, purple with 
shouting, in the act of loosing a horse from the 
harrows to join in the chase, leaving t'other ar'd 
nag to follow with the harrows, if it liked. The 
ground was very dry, but there was a good scent 
in cover, and not a bad one out ; indeed, if truth 
must be told, wet is not indispensable to scent, and 
one of the best scenting days we ever saw was 
when the ground was as dry as in summer. But 
to the hunt. 

The great business of a huntsman to a scratch 
pack is to lay his dogs on the scent — "casting," 
and " lifting," and " throwing in at head ;"* all 
scientific manoeuvres, in short, are only for your 
fifteen hundred, or two thousand a year packs. 
What can you expect for eight pound ten ? The 
scratch gentleman puts his hounds on the scent, 
and it is their business to tell which way the owner 
of the scent goes, and not his. So it was with 
Joshua. His poor, half-starved, broken-down steed 
was quite done by the time it got to the holloa, 
and, instead of setting to, and riding in the naughty 
way Mr. Holyoake did in the " Quarterly," with a 
couple of hounds or so on the scent, Joshua very de- 
liberately got off, and sitting astride the fence tails, 
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began puffing and blowing his horn to get all the 
redoubtable dogs out of cover that he could. That 
feat being accomplished, at least as far as he could 
judge by the absence of noise, he shifted his saddle 
back off the poor galled jade'a withers, re-adjusted 
the piece of carpeting, and proceeded at a gentle 
trot along the higher ground of the line they had 
gone ; his next business being to catch and couple 
the dogs at the end, for which purpose he carried 
two most formidable bunches of couples at his 
saddle. So he hobbled and jingled away at his 
leisure. . 

The majority of our readers, we dare say, will 
have had experience enough of the elongated, 
straggling style in which scratch packs do their 
" splendid work ;" the difficulty there is in telling 
which field has the head, and which the .tail. 
Perhaps "Bome ofthem may have unpleasant reminis- 
cences connected therewith, so, as our paper is 
short, and our dinner we sincerely hope nearly 
ready, we will wind up this part of our sketch by 
describing the scene that burst on Joshua's asto- 
nished vision as, on rounding Fourburrow Hill, he 
came all at once upon Woolridge Valley. 

What " strange confusion there was in the vale 
below ! " as the poet sings. 

First and foremost were Mr. Sylvanus Bluff's 
swallow tails flying out, as, horsewhip in hand, 
he hurried from one upturned ewe to another, 
rescuing herself or her lamb from the fury of the 

T 2 
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savage pack. Others were similarly engaged, while 
their horses fled or grazed at their leisure. Dead 
ewes and lambs were scattered around, while some 
of the more depraved of the pack actually did battle 
with the rescuers for the bodies of their victims. 
Others sneaked stealthily around, diving up to 
the very eyes in blood as opportunity offered, and 
those that had gorged themselves with tender lamb, 
curved their distended sides, and sought repose 
among the bushes on the hiU. 

So the last state of Mr. Sylvanus Bluff was a 
deal worse than the first. 



MORAL. 

All you kindly disposed, generous-minded, coun- 
try gentlemen who encourage fox-hunting without 
partaking of it yourselves, make allowances for 
masters, and beware, oh ! beware, of the ScratcUey 
dogs. 



And now we really think, what with the chapter 
on the weather and this moral on the " muttons," we 
have done something to rescue our work from the 
charge of utter uselessness. It is somewhat 
singular that we should extract a moral from the 
misfortunes of the man who made the complaint ; 
but truth is stronger than fiction, and performs far 
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more unaccountable feats. The obligations we 
were under to Mr. Bluff for buying all our works, 
without wanting them, made us desirous of showing 
him some little civility in return ; accordingly, we 
despatched our friend Phiz to make the sketch 
illustrative of the scene we have described, and 
which we hope the worthy man will like. We 
have kept a proof before letter on India paper, 
which we purpose framing and presenting to Mrs. 
Bluff, for her boudoir or physic-room rather. Phiz, 
when down on this errand, made a sketch of Haw- 
buck Grange on speculation, which, as things have 
turned out, was fortunate. 

Our friend Scott doffed his red coat on his return 
to Hawbuck Grange with very different feelings to 
what sportsmen generally experience on parting 
with their " pinks," and as he replaced the breeches 
with tweed trowsers and the dusty tops with good 
honest double-soled shoes, he felt rather glad than 
otherwise that there was at last an end to the 
humbug of hunting. 

" I wouldn't give twopence to have any day over 
again," said he, running the winter quickly through 
his mind as he sat changing his stockings, when 
his thoughts were suddenly directed into another, 
channel by the protrudance of a big toe through a 
great hole. 

" Confound the thing 1 " exclaimed he, pulling the 
stocking off again and throwing it from him, " that's 
the care one's housekeeper takes of one;" whereupon 
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his thoughts immediately flew fo Snailswell and 
matrimony, and if he had not wanted most par- 
ticularly to see how his drainers were getting on, 
and whether Jack Hoggers had harrowed out the 
oat field or not, we have little doubt he would have 
trotted over to Snailswell, and finished the day 
with a little tea and courtship. 

" m go to-morrow, any-how," said he : " Til not 
bother mother Bluff about her teeth : at all events 
I'll go over and see her," continued he, relapsing 
into cautiousness, and thinking he could make the 
old excuse of trying the brother's three-year-old 
serve again, as it had already served him very 
often. 

Having at length equipped himself for country 
exercise, he broke cover and proceeded down stairs. 

On the centre of a most bachelor-like little table 
in the middle of the parlour, conspicuous on the 
green baize cover, lay a note — pink paper with a 
blue seal, a woman's all over ! — 

"Why here's a letter from herT^ exclaimed 
Tom, darting to where he lay. ' 

He opened and read it. Thus it ran : — 

" Snailswell, Friday. 

" My dear Mr. Scott, 
" The kind, I may say fatherly, interest you have 
ever taken in my welfare makes me anxious to 
give you the earliest intelligence of a matter deeply 
affecting my future prospects. My cousin, Harry 
Crow, to whom you doubtless know I have long 
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been deeply attached, has at length made sufficient 
money to enable him to quit the sea, and we are 
about to be married forthwith. I would not for 
the world that you should hear of this from any 
one but myself. I have therefore sent the boy 
over on the young horse at exercise; and with the 
repeated expression of my sincere gratitude for 
all your kindness, believe me to remain, my dear 
Mr. Scott, ever yours most sincerely, 

" Lydia Clifton. 

" P. S. Would you have the kindness to ask 
your housekeeper for her receipt for making goose- 
berry fool, and send it by post as the boy must not 
wait." 

" Curse those cousins .'" exclaimed Tom, dropping 
the note and sinking into his easy chair. 

« « « « « 

" No maris safe with them^ I declare I '' continued 
he, thumping the stuffed arm as he rose. — " This 
young vagabond's been running about the house 
just like a domestic cat when he was ashore, for I 
don't know how many years, without ever raising 
the slightest suspicion, and now it turns out 

" Fatherly interest, indeed," muttered he, eyeing 

himself in the glass, — "that's a. precious piece of 

impudence too. — Not so old as all that comes to, 

• either. — " D — n aU cousins, say //" exclaimed he, 
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pacing hurriedly up and down the room, adding 

" No maris safe where they are.^^ 

" Gooseberry fool, indeed ! " exclaimed he, tearing 
up the note and committing it to the flames. " I 
wonder who's been the fool in this business. Dare 
say she wants to feed that young water-rat upon 
it;" ad<^g, as he turned away, " I hope shell make 
him sick if she does." 

But we will not pursue the painful subject 

The old ladies will doubtless say — " sarved him 
right," while the young ones — to whom we now 
address ourself — will, we hope, take a kinder view 
of the case, especially as our friend Tom is now in 
the market. We alluded to the fortunate circum- 
stance of " Phiz " having made a sketch of Haw- 
buck Grange, and the little dears will see why we 
thought it so. Addressing ourself personally to 
them we may say, it is all very well for you to 
give yourselves airs among other girls, — say "I 
wouldn't have this man," — "I wouldn't thinh of 
that," and so on ; but when it comes to a down- 
right case of tangible matrimony, few of you are 
such fools as to throw away a chance. Here then 
is a chance. Our young friend, and we are confi- 
dent your mammas will tell you that all men are 
young till they are married, our young friend 
Tom Scott wants a wife, and, as we have shown, he 
is not imperative about money. That is putting 
the case we believe in its true light. He doesn't 
say, " No girl with money need apply ;" far from it. 
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He would rather have one with money, but money 
is not a "sine qu& non" — which is French for 
indispensable. 

" Up then and at him ! " as the Duke of Welling- 
ton said to the Guards at Waterloo. 

Of Hawbuck Grange we need not say much ; 
indeed Phiz has saved us the trouble of saying any 
thing, for as poor Hood sang of Tom Rounding 
the huntsman, when he exhibited him as a frontis- 
piece to- his Epping Hunt, 

Here shall the muse frame no excuse. 
But frame the man himself ; 

SO Phiz serves up Hawbuck Grange in a similar 
way. 

N.B. — Only purchasers of this work will be en- 
titled to view Hawbuck Grange. They must come, 
Hawbuck Grange in hand, in fact. 



THE END. 
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New Works and New Editims 

PUBLISHED BY 

Messrs. Longman, Brown, Green, and Longmans, 



ABERCROMBIE'S PRACTICAL GARDENER, 

And Improved System of liodern Horticulture, alphabetically arranged. 4th Edition, with 
Introductory Treatise on Veg^etable Fbysiolog^y, and Plates, by W. Salisbury, lamo. 6s. bds. 

ABERCROMBIE & MAIN— THE PRACTICAL GARDENER'S 

COMPANION ; or, Horticultural Calendar : to which is added, the Garden-See4 and Plant 
Estimate. Edited ftrom a MS. of J. Abercrombie, by J. Main. 8th Edition. 32mo. 2s. 6d. sd. 

ACTON (ELIZA.) -MODERN COOKERY, 

In all its Branches, reduced to a System of Easy Practice. For the use of Pnvate Families. 
In a Series of Receipts, all of which have been strictly tested, and are fi^iven with the most 
minutie exactness. By Eliza Acton. New Edition, to which are added. Directions for 
Carving^. Fcp. 8vo. with plates and woodcuts, 7s. 6d. cloth. 

ADAIR (SIR ROBERT).-AN HISTORICAL MEMOIR OF A 

MISSION to the COURT of VIENNA in 1808. By the Right HonourableSir Robert Adair, 
G.C.B. With a Selection from his Despatches, published by permission of the proper 
Authorities. 8vo. 18s. cloth. 

ADAIR (SIR ROBERT). -THE NEGOTIATIONS FOR THE 

PEACE of the DARDANELLES, in 1808-9: with Dispatches and Official Documents. By 
the Right Honourable Sir Robert Adair, G.CB. Being a Sequel to the Memoir of his 
Mission to Vienna in 1806. 2 vols. 8vo. 28s. cloth. 

ADSHEAD.-PRISONS AND PRISONERS. 

By JosBPH Adshead. 8vo. with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. doth. 

AIKIN.-THE LIFE OF JOSEPH ADDISON. 

Illustrated by many of his Letters and Private Papers never before published. By Lucy 
AiKiN. 2 vols, post 8vo. with Portrait from Sir Grodfrey Kneller's Picture, 18s. cloth. 

ALLAN (J. H.)-A PICTORIAL TOUR IN THE MEDITER- 

RANEAN ; comprising Malta, Dalmatia, Asia Minor, Grecian Archipelago, Egypt, Nubia, 
Greece, Sicily, Italy, and Spain. By J. H. Allan, Member oi the Athenian Archfleological 
Society, and of the Egyptian Society of Cairo. 2d Edition. Imperial 4to. with upwards of 
40 lithographed Drawings, and 70 Wood Engravings, dSZ, 3s. cloth, 

AMY HERBERT. 

By a Lady. Edited by the Rev. William Sbwell, B.D. Fellow and Tutor of Exeter 
College, Oxford. New Edition. 2 vols. fcp. 8vo. 9s. cloth. 

ANDERSEN.-THE TRUE STORY OF MY LIFE : 

A Sketch. By Hans Christian Andersen, Aulhor of ** The Shoes of Fortune," "The 
Nightingale," " O. T.," *• Only a Fiddler," « The Improvisatore," &c. Translated by 
Mary Howitt. Fcp. 8vo. 5s. cloth. 

ARTISAN CLUB (THE)-A TREATISE ON THE STEAM 

ENGINE, in its Application to Mines, Mills, Steam Navigation, and Railways. By the 
Artisan Club. Edited by John Bourne, C.E. New Edition. 4to. with 30 Steel Plates and 
349 Wood Engravings, 27s. cloth. 

BAKEWELL.-AN INTRODUCTION TO GEOLOGY. 

Intended to convey Practical Knowledge of the Science, and^omprising the most important 
recent discoveries; with explanations of the facts and phenomena which serve to confirm or 
invalidate various Geological Theories. By Robert Bakewell. Fifth Edition, considerably 
enlarged. 8vo. with numerous Plates and Woodcuts, Sis. cloth. 



NEW W0aK9 AND NEW EDITIONS 



BARRETT.-A SYNOPSIS OF CRITICISMS UPON THOSE 

i'ASSAGES of the OLD TESTAMENT in which Modern CommeLtators have differed from 
the Authorised Version : together with an Explanation of varioas IHfficalties in the Hebrew 
and EnrlishTexU. By the Rev. Richard A. F. Barrbtt. M.A. Fellow of King's Colleg-e, 
Cambridjre. Vols. I. and II. 8to. 28a. each, cloth ; or. in 4 Fftrta, price 14s. each. 

BAYLDON -ART OF VALUING RENTS AND TILLAGES, 

And the Tenant's Right of Entering and Quitting Farms, exjAained by several Specimens of 
Valoations; and Remarks on the Cultivation pursued on Soils in different Situations. 
Adapted to the Use of Landlords. Land-Agents, Appraisers, Farmers, and Tenants. By 
J. S. Batldon. 6th Edition ; corrected andreviacd by John Donaldson. 8vo. lOs. 6d. cloth. 

BEDFORD CORRESPONDENCE. -CORRESPONDENCE OF 

JOHN, FOURTH DUKE OF BEDFORD, selected Arom the Originals at Wobnm Abbey 
(1749 to 1110). With Introductions by Lord John Russell. 3 vols. 8vo. with Portrait 
48s. cloth. 
*,* Separately I Vol. 1. 07^3-1748), 18i.; VoL II. (1749-1760), 158.; Vol. IIL (1761-1770), 158. 

BELL.-LIVES OF THE MOST EMINENT ENGLISH POETS. 

By RoBBRT Bbll, Esq. 9 vols. fcp. 8vo. with Vignette Titles, 19s. cloth. 

BELL.-THE HISTORY OF RUSSIA, 

From the Earliest Period to the Treaty of Tilsit. By Robert Bell, Esq. 6 vols. fcp. 8vo. 
with Vignette Titles, 18s. cloth. 

BLACK -A PRACTICAL TREATISE ON BREWING, 

Based on Chemical and Economical Principles: with Formulae for Public Brewers, and 
Instruotions for Private Families. By William Black. Third Edition, with considerable 
Additions. 8vo. 10s. 6d. cloth.— Also, 

REMARKS ON BAVARIAN BEER, London Porter, the Influence of Electricity on Fermentation. 
By William Black. Being a Supplement to his " Treatise on Brewing^." 8vo. 2s. 6d. sewed. 

BLAINE.-AN ENCYCLOPJIDIA OF RURAL SPORTS ; 

Or, a complete Account, Historical, Practical, and Descriptive, of Hunting, ShootinEr, Fishing', 
Racing, and other Field Sports and Athletic Amusements of the present day. By Delabbrb 
P. Bla I N B, Esq. Author of " Canine Pathology/' &c. Illustrated by nearly 600 Engravings on 
Wood, by R. Branston, from Drawings by Aiken, T. Landseer, Dickes, &c. 8vo. jf 2. 10s. cloth. 

BLAIR'S CHRONOLOGICAL AND HISTORICAL TABLES, 

From the Creation to the present time : with Additions and Ck>rrections from the most authen- 
tic Writers ; including the Computation of St. Paul, as connecting the Period Arom the Exode 
to the Temple. Under the revision of Sir Henry Ellis, K.H., Principal L4brarian of the 
British Museum. Imperial 8vo. 31s. 6d. half-bound in morocco. 

BLOOMFIELD.-HISTORY OF THE PELOPONNESIAN WAR, 

By TiiucYDiDES. A New Recension of the Text, with a carefully amended Punctuation; and 
copious Notes, Critical, Philological, and Explanatory, principally original, partly selected 
and arranged from the best Expositors : accompanied by full Indexes, both of Greek Words 
and Phrases explained, and matters discussed in the Notes Illustrated by Maps and Plans. 
By the Rev. S. T. Bloom field, D.D. F.S.A. 2 vols. 8vo. 88s. cloth. 

BLOOMFIELD.-HISTORY OF THE PELOPONNESIAN WAR. 

By Thucydides. Translated into English, and accompanied by very copious Notes, 
Philological and Explanatory, Historical and Geographical. By the Rev. S. T. Bloomfield, 
D.D. F.S.A. 8 vols. 8vo. with Maps and Plates, ±2, 6s. boards. 

BLOOMFIELD.-THE GREEK TESTAMENT: 

V/ith copious English Notes, Critical, Philological, and Explanatory. Especially formed fov 
the use of advanced Students and Candidates for Holy Orders. By Rev. 8. T. Bloomfield, 
D.D. F.S.A. 6th Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. with a Map of Palestine, j^2^ cloth. [ 

BLOOMFIELD.-ACOLLEGE&SCHOOLGREEKTESTAMENT: 

With shorter English Notes, Critical, Philologicid. and Explanatory, formed for use in 
Colleges and the Ftiblic Schools. By the Rev. S. T. Bloomfield, D.D. F.S.A. 4th Edition, 
greatly enlarged and improved. Fcp. 8vo. lOs. 6d. cloth, 

BLOOMFIELD.-GREEK AND ENGLISH LEXICON TO THE 

NEW TESTAMENT: especially adapted to the use of Colleges, and the Higher Classes in 
Public Schools ; but also mtended as a convenient Manual for Biblical Students in general. 
By Dr. Bloom fields 8d Edition, enlarged and improved. Fcp. 8vo. lOs. 6d. cloth. 



PUBLISHED BT MESSRS. LONGMAN, BROWN, AND CO.. 

BOY'S OWN BOOK (THE) : 

A Complete Encyclopaedia of all the Diversions, Athletic, Scientific, and Recreative, of Boy- 
hood and Youth. A New Edition. With many Engravings on Wood. [Just ready. 

BRANDE.-A DICTIONARY OF SCIENCE, LITERATURE, 

AND ART; comprising the History, Description, and Scientific Principles of every Branch 
of Human Knowledge j with the Derivation and Definition of all the Terms in Geneial Use. 
Edited by W. T. Brande, F.R.S.L. & £. ; assisted by J. Cauyin. 8vo. with Wood Engravings, 
^€■3, cloth. 

BRAY'S (MRS.) NOVELS AND ROMANCES, 

Re\i8ed and corrected by Mrs. Brat. In 10 vols. fcp. 8vo. with a Portrait, Frontispieces, 
and Vignettes, uniformly with "The Standard Novels," j6'S, cloth ; or, separately, 6s. each. 

BREWSTER -TREATISE ON OPTICS. 

By Sir Dayid Brewster, LL.D. F.R.S., &c. New Edition. Fcp. 8vo. with Vignette Title, 
and 176 Woodcuts, 6s. cloth. 

BUCKLER (J. C. AND C. A.)-A HISTORY OF THE 

ARCHITECTURE of the ABBEY CHURCH of ST. ALBAN, with especial reference to the 
Norman Structure. By J. C. and C A* Buckler, Architects. Svo. with numerous 
Illustrations, 14s. cloth. 

BUDGE (J.)-THE PRACTICAL MINER'S GUIDE. 

Comprising a Set of Trigonometrical Tables adapted to all the purposes of Oblique or Diagonal, 
Vertical, Horizontal, and Traverse Dialling ; with their application to the Dial, Exercise of 
Drifts, Lodes, Slides, Levelling, Inaccessible Distances, Heights, &c. By J. Budge. New 
Edition, considerably enlarged. Svo. with Portrait of the Author, 12s. cloth. 

BULL.-THE MATERNAL MANAGEMENT OF CHILDREN, 

in HEALTH and DISEASE. By T. Bull, M.D. Member of the Royal College of Physicians, 
Fhysician-Accucheur to the Finsbury Midwifery Institution. New Edition. Fcp. Svo. 7s. cloth. 

BULL.-HINTS TO MOTHERS, 

For the Management of Health during the Period of Pregnancy and in the Lying-in Room | 
with an Exposure of Popular Errors in connection with those subjects. By Thomas Bull, 
M.D. &c. New Edition. Fcp. Svo. 7s. cloth. 

BUNSEN.-THE CONSTITUTION OF THE CHURCH OF 

the FUTURE. A Practical Explanation of the Correspondence with the Right Hon. William 
Gladstone, on the German Church, Episcopacy, and Jerusalem. With a Preface, Notes, and 
the complete Correspondence. By the Chevalier Christian Charles Josias Bunsen, 
Ph. D. D.C.L. Translated from the German, under the superintendence of, and with Additions 
by, the Author. Post Svo. 9s. 6d. cloth. 

BURDER.-ORIENTAL CUSTOMS, 

Applied to the Illustration of the Sacred Scriptures. By Dr. Samuel Bubder. 8d Edition, 
with Additions. Fcp. Svo. 8s. 6d. cloth. 

BUR6ER.-THE "LEONORA" OF BURGER. 

Translated by Julia M. Cameron. With Six large Illustrations, drawn on Wood by 
D. Maclise, R.A. and engraved by John Thompson. Crown 4to. 158. cloth, 

BURNS.- THE PRINCIPLES OF CHRISTIAN PHILOSOPHY; 

containing the Doctrines, Duties, Admonitions, and Consolations of the Christian Religion. 
By JohnBurnSj M.D. F.R.S. 6th Edition. Fcp. Svo. 68. 6d. cloth. 

BURNS.-CHRISTIAN FRAGMENTS ; 

Or, Remarks on the Nature, Precepts, and Comforts of Religion. By John Burns, M.D. 
F.R.S. Author of " The Principles of Christian Philosophy." Fcp. Svo. 68. cloth. 

BUTLER.-SKETCH OF ANCIENT & MODERN GEOGRAPHY. 

By Samuel Butler, D.D. late Lord Bishop of Lichfield and Coventry; and formerly Head 
Master of Shrewsbury School. New Edition, revised by the Author's Son. 8to. 9s. boards. 

BUTLER.-AN ATLAS OF MODERN GEOGRAPHY. 

By the late Dr. Butler. Consisting of Twenty-three coloured Maps, Arom a New Set of 
Plates ; with an Index of all the Names of Places, referring to th« Latitudes and Longitudes. 
New Edition. Svo. 128. half-bound. 



HEW WORKS AND NEW EDITIONS 



BUTLER.-AN ATLAS OF ANCIENT GEOGRAPHY. 

By th« late Dr. Butlbii. Conaistiof off Twenty-three coloured Mape ; with an Acoentuited 
lodes or all the Namee of Places, i^Srriiirto the Latitodea and LooKitodes. New Edition, 
from an entirely new and corrected Set of Flatet. Sfo. ISs. half-boond. 

BUTLER. -A GENERAL ATLAS OF MODERN AND ANCIENT 

OBOGRAPHT. By the late Dr. 8. Butlbr. Coneietinr of Portr-llTe ooloored Maps, and 
Indicea. New Edition^ from an entirelynewand corrected Set of Platea. «to.94s.half-boDnd. 

CALLCOTT.-A SCRIPTURE HERBAL. 

With upwarda of 110 Wood Eofrayinga. By Lady Callcott. Sqnare crown 8vo.Ks.clotL 

CARTOONS (THE PRIZE).-THE PRIZE CARTOONS 

EXHIBITED IN WESTMINSTER HALL, a.d. 184S. PnbUahed nnder the Sanction ud 
Patronage of Her Mi^esty's Commiasioners on the Fine Arts. 

The averare site of the Prise Cartoons is Hfteen feet in width and ten in height A reduced 
acale of one inch and a half to the foot has heen adopted; and in the process of reduction 
every care has been taken fkithAiUy to presenre all the characteristic features of the orig^inals; 
and the Engrayinf of each work has been subjected to the approval of its anthor. Lithog^nphy 
has been chosen as the most suitable medium for prodncinf^ copies of these important works. 

The size of the work is lane folio. The price of the Bleyen Enicnmncs, in a nest Port- 
folio, ie'5. 6s. ; Proofs before Letters, j^S. 8s. iJuit ready. \ 

CATLOW.-POPULAR C0NCH0L06Y; 

Or, the Shell Cabinet arranred: being an Introduction to the Modem System of Concbolorf' 
with a sketch of the Natural History of the Animals, an account of the Formation of the Shells, 
and a comjplete Descriptive List of the Families and Genera. By Aones Catlow. Fcp. 8vo. 
with Sia Woodcuts, 10s. 6d. cloth. 

CHALENOR.-WALTER GRAY, 

A Ballad, and other Poems. By Maet Chalbnok. 9d Edition* inclndin^ the Authoress's 
Poetical Remains. Fcp. 8vo. Gs. cloth. 

CLAVERS.-FOREST LIFE. 

By Mary Clavsbs, an Actual Settler; Author of ** A New Home, Who 'U FoUowf" 9 y^ 
fcp. 8vo. las. cloth. 

COCKS (C.)-BORDEAUX, ITS VINES, AND THE CLARET 

COUNTRY. By C. Cocks, B. L. Professor of the Living Lang^iafres in the Royal Colleges of 
France ; Translator of the Works of Micbelet and Quinet. Dedicated, by permission, to 
M. Le Comte T. Duchfttel. Post 8vo. with View of Bordeaux, 88. 6d. cloth. i 

COLLEGIAN'S GUIDE (THE) ; . i 

Or, Recollections of Colleire Days, setting forth the Advantages and Temptations of a UoiTer- 
sity Education. By ****♦***«♦, M.A. College, Oxford. Post 8vo. lOs. 6d. cloth. 

COLLIER (J. PAYNEJ-ABOOKOF R0XBUR6HE BALLADS. ' 

Edited by John Payne Collier, Esq. Fcp. 4to. with WoodcnU, ais. boards ; jnorocco, 388. | 
(bound by Haydajf.) < 

COLTON -LACON ; OR, MANY THINGS IN FEW WORDS. ; 

By the Rev. C. C. Colton. New Edition. 8vo. 12b. cloth. I 

COOLEY.-THE WORLD SURVEYED IN THE NINETEENTH 

CENTURY ; or, Recent Narratives of Scientific and Explorinir Exneditions (chiefly under- 
taken by command of Foreign Governments). Collected, transTatea, and, where necessar^*^ 
abridged, by W. D. Coole y, Esq. Author of the " History of Maritime and Inland Discovery 
in the Cabinet Cyclopedia, &c.— The First Volume of the Series contains, 
THE ASCENT of MOUNT ARARAT. By Dr. Fbikdrich Parrot, ProfesBor , 
of Natural Philosophy in the University of Dorpat, Russian Imperial Councillor oi 
State, &c. 8vo. with a Map by Arrowsmitb, and Woodcuts, 14s* cloth. \ 

The Second Work of the Series will be i 

ERMAN'S TRAVELS through SIBERIA. 2 vols. 8vo. with Illustrations. {In tkeprea. 

COOLEY.-THE HISTORY OF MARITIME AND INLAND 

DISCOVERY. By W. D. Cooley, Esq. 3 ¥Ola. fq;». 8vo. with Vignette Titles, IBs. cloth. 

CONVERSATIONS ON BOTANY. 

9th Edition, improved. Fcp. 8vo. 32 Plates, 7$. 6d. cloth ; with the plates coloured, 13s- dot''' 



CONVERSATIONS ON MINERALOGY. 

With Plates, eng^raved by Mr. and Mrs. Lowry, from Original. Drawings. Sd Edition, 
enlarged. 2 vols. fcp. 8yo. 148. dotii. 

COOPER (THE REV. E.)-SERMON.S, 

Chiefly designed to elucidate some of the leading Doctrines of the Gospel . To which is added, 
an Appendix, containing Sermons preached on several Public Occasions, and printed by 
desire.^ By the Rev. Edward Coopbb. 7th Edition. 2 vols. 12mo. 10s. boards. 

COOPER (REV. E.)-PRACTIC AL AND FAMILIAR SERMONS, 

DesignedforParochialand Domestic Instruction. By Rev. Edward Coopbr. New Edition. 
1 vols. 12mo. jgl* 18s. boards. 

V Vols. I. to IV. 58. each ; Vols. V. to VII. 68. each. 

COPLAND -A DICTIONARY OF PRACTICAL MEDICINE; 

comprising General Patholog[y, the Nature and Treatment of Diseases, Morbid Structures, 
and the Disorders especially incidental to Climates, to Sex, and to the different Epochs of 
Life, with numerous approved Formuheof the Medicines recommended. By Jambs Copland, 
M.D. Consulting Physician to Queen Charlotte's Lying-in Hospital, &c. &c. Vols. I. and II. 
8vo. jSi, cloth ; and Parts X. and XL 48 6d. each, se>ved. 

*»* To be completed in One more Volumes 

COaUEREL.- CHRISTIANITY ; 

Its perfect adaptation to the Mental, Moral, and Spiritual Nature of Man. By Athanasb 
CoQUEREL, one of the Pastors of the French Protes^tant Church in Paris. Translated by the 
Rev. D. Davison, M.A. With an Introductory Notice of the State of the Protestant Church 
of France, drawn up by the Author especially for the English Edition. Post 8vo. [Ready, 

COSTELLO (MISS.)-THE ROSE GARDEN OF PERSIA. 

A Series of Translations from the Persian Poets. By Miss Louisa Stuart Costbllo, Author 
of " Specimens of the Early Poetry of France," ** A Summer amongst the Bocages and the 
Vines," &c. LongSvo. with Illuminated Pages and Borders printed in<ro8e>«oloar, 18s. boards ; 
or Sis. 6d. bound m rose-coloured morocco (Pereian etyle) by Hay day. 

COSTELLO (MISS).-THE FALLS, LAKES, AND MOUNTAINS 

OF NORTH WALES ; being a Pictorial Tour through the most interesting parts of the 

fVkimtrv Tlv Tv^mraA S>pitai>t> PnBTRT.f rt. Aiithnr nf "Thp Tl/^a^k Hnrrfpn nf Porsin » ** RAarn 



COULTER.-ADVENTURES ON THE WESTERN COAST OF 

SOUTH AMERICA and in the INTERIOR of CALIFORNIA \. including a Narrative of Inci- 
dents at the Kingsmill Islands, New Ireland, New Britain^ New Guinea, and other Islands in 
the Pacific Ocean : with an Account of the Natural Productions, and the Manners and Customs, 
in Peace and War, of the various Savage Tribes visited. By John Coulter, MD. Author 
of " Adventures in the Pacific." 2 vols, post Svo. 168. cloth. 

COTJLTER.-ADYENTURES IN THE PACIFIC : 

With Observations on the Natural Productions, Manners, and Customs of the Natives of the 
various Islands ; Remarks on the Missionaries, British and other Residents, &c. By John 
Coulter, M.D. Author of " Adventures on the Western Coast of South America." Post Svo. 
7s. 6d. cloth. 

CRESY(E.)-ANENCYCL0PJ;DIA0F CIYIL ENGINEERING, 

Historical, Theoretical, and Practical. By Edward Crb^y, F.S.A. CE. Illustrated by 
upwards of Three Thousand Engravings on Wood, explanatory of the Principles, Machinery, 
and Constructions which come under the Direction of the Civil Engineer. One very kuve 
Volume Svo. j^3. ISs. 6d. cloth. 

CROCKER'S ELEMENTS OF LAND SURVEYING. 

Fifth Edition, corrected throughout, and considerably improved and modemixed, by T. 6. 
Bunt, Land Surveyor. To which are added, TABLES OF SIX-FIGURK LOGARITHMS, 
&c., superintended by R.Fablkt, of the Nautical Almanac Establishment. Post Svo. 12s. cloth. 

CROWE.-THE HISTORY OF FRANCE, 

From the Earliest Period to the Abdication of Napoleon. By B. B. Chowi, Esq. S vols. fcp. 
Svo. with Vignette Titles, 18s. cloth. 



NEW WORKS AND MEW EDITIONS 



DALE (THE REV. T.)-THE DOMESTIC LITURGY AND 

FAMILY CHAPLAIN, in two FUrtt : the first Part being: Church Sernces adapted for 
domestic use, with Prayers for every day of the week, selected exclusively from the Book of 
Common Prayer ; Part 3 comprising^ an appropriate Sermon for every Sunday in the year. 
By the Kev. Thomas Dalb, M.A. Canon-Residentiary of St. PauFs, and Vicar of St. Pancras, •< 
London. Post4to. handsomely printed, 21s. cloth : or, bound by Hayday, 31s. 6d. calf lettered ; ' 
46ra. 10s. morocco, with gofferea edg^es. ; 

DAVY (SIR HUMPHRY). -ELEMENTS OF AGRICULTURAL 

CHEMISTRT,in a Coarse of Lectures. BySir HdmhhbtDatt. With Notes by Dr. John i 
DAT Y. 6th Edition. 8vo. with 10 Plates, 158. cloth. 

DE BURTIN -A TREATISE ON THE KNOWLEDGE NECES- I 

SARY to AMATEURS of PICTURES. Translated and Abridged from the French of M. 
FaANCis XAViBa Db BuaTiN, First Stipendiary Member of the Royal Academy of Bmasels 
in the Class of Sciences, &c. By Robbbt Whitb, Esq. 8vo. with four Plates, 12s. cloth. 

DE CUSTINE. -RUSSIA. 

By the MAaanis Dm Custinb. Translated firom the French. 2d Edition. 8 vols, post 8vo. 
31s. 6d. cloth. 

DE LA BECHE.-REPORT ON THE GEOLOGY OF CORN- 

WALT/, DEVON, and WEST SOMERSET. By Hbnbt T. Db la Bbchb, F.R.S. &c., : 
Director of the Ordnance Geological Survey. Published by Order of the Lords Commissione rs • 
of H.M. Treasury. 8vo. with Maps, Woodcuts, and 12 Uirg^e Pates, Hs. cloth. | 

DE MORGAN.-AN ESSAY ON PROBABILITIES, 

And on their Application to Life Conting^encies and Insurance Offices. By Aug. db MoaoAN, > 
of Trinity College, Cambridge. Fcp. 8vo. with Vignette Title, 6s. cloth. 

DE SISMONDI.-THE HISTORY OF THE ITALIAN REPUB- ! 

LICS; or, of the Orinn, Progress, and Fall of Freedom in Italy, from A.D. 476 to 1806. By 
J. C. L. SiSMONDi. Fcp. 8vo. with Vignette Title, 6s. cloth. 

DE SISMONDI. - THE HISTORY OF THE FALL OF THE ' 

ROMAN EMPIRE. Comprising a View of the Invasion and Settlement of the Barbarians. | 
By J. C. L. Db Sismondi. 2 vob. fcp. Svo. with Vignette Titles, I2s. c!oth. j 

DE STRZELECKI (P. E.)-TFIE PHYSICAL DESCRIPTION j 

of NEW SOUTH WALES and VAN DIKMAN*S LAND; accompanied by a Geological Map j 
Sections, and Diagrams, and Figures of the Organic Remains. By P. E. Dk SrazKLffCKi. 
8vo. with coloured Map and numerous Plates, 248. cloth. \ 

DIBDIN (THE REV. T. F.)-THE SUNDAY LIBRARY ; 

Containing nearly One Hundred Sermons, by eminent Divines. With Notes, &c. by the Rev. 
-T. F. DiBDiN, D.D. 6 vols. fcp. Svo. with Six Portraits, 308. cloth ; or, 46^2. 12s. 6d. neatly 
half-bound in morocco, with gilt edges. 

DODDRIDGE. -THE FAMILY EXPOSITOR; 

Or, a Paraphrase and Version of the New Testament : with Critical Notes, and a Practical 
Improvement of each Section. By P. Doddridge, D.D. To which is prefixed, a Life of the 
Author, by A. Kippis, D.D. F.R.S. and S.A. New Edition, 4 vols. 8vo. ^1. 16s. cloth. 

DONOVAN.-A TREATISE ON CHEMISTRY. 

By M. Donovan, M.R.I.A. Fourth Edition. Fcp. Svo. with Vignette Title, 6s. cloth. 

DONOVAN.-A TREATISE ON DOMESTIC ECONOMY. 

By M. DoNOTAN, Esq. M.R.I.A. Professor of Chemistry to the Company of Apothecaries in 
Ireland. 2 vols. fcp. 8vo. with Vignette Titles, 12s. cloth. 

DOUBLEDAY AND HEWITSON'S BUTTERFLIES. - THE 

GENERA of DIURNAL LEPIDOPTERA; comprising their Generic Characters -a Notice 
of the Habits and Transformations— and a Catalogue of the Species of each Genus. By 
Edward Doublbday, Esq. F.L.S.&C., Assistant in the Zoological Department of the British 
Museum. Imperial 4to. uniform with Gray and Mitchell's Ornithology: Illustrated with 
75 Coloured Plates, by W. C. Hbwitson, Esq. Author of « British Oology.^* 

*»* Publishing in Monthly Parts, 5s. each ; each part consisting of 2 oolonred plates, with 
accompanying Letter-press, giving the Generic Characters, a Short Notice of the Habits, and 
a Catalogue of the Species of each Genus. Part XIII. will appear on the Ist of November. 

DOVER.-LIFE OF FREDERICK II. KING OF PRUSSIA. 

By Lord Dover. 2d Edition. 2 vols. Svo. with Portrait, 28s. boards. 
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DRESDEN GALLERY.-THE MOST CELEBRATED PICTURES 

Of the ROTAL gAlLERY at DRESDEN, drawn on Stone, from the Originals, by Frans 
Hanfstaenfi^l ; with Descriptive and Bi(^^phical Notices, in French and German. Nos. I. to 
XLVIII. imperial folio, each containing: 3 Plates, with accompanying Letter-press, price aOs. to 
Sabscribers; to Non Subscribers, SOs. Single Plates, 12s. each. 

*«* To be completed in a few more numbers. 

DRUMMOND (DR. J. L.)-LETTERS TO A YOUNG NATU- 

RALIST, ON THE STUDY OF. NATURE AND NATURAL THEOLOGY. By Jambs L. 
Dbummond, M.D. Author of " First Steps to Botany," &c. Second Edition. Post 8vo. with 
Wood Engravings, 7s. 6d. boards. 

DRUMMOND -FIRST STEPS TO BOTANY, 

Intended as popular Illustrations of the Science, leading to its study as a branch t>f genera 
education. By J. L. Dsummond, M.D. 4th Edit. 12mo. with numerous Woodcuts, 98, bds. 

DUNHAM -THE HISTORY OF THE GERMANIC EMPIRE. 

By Dr. Dunham. 8 vols. fcp. 8vo. with Vignette Titles, 18s. cloth. 

Thb History of Poland. By Dn 

Dunham. Fcp. 8vo. witl^ Vignette Title, 

68. cloth. 
The Lives of thb Ea&lf Writers 

OF Great Britain. By Dr. Dunham, 

R. Bell, Esq. &c. Fcp. 8vo. with Vignette 

Title, 6s. cloth. 
The Lives of British Dramatists. 

By Dr. Dunham, R. Bell, Esq. &c. 2 vols. 

fcp. 8vo. with Vignette Titles, las. cloth. 



The History of Europe during the 
Middle Ages. By Dr. Dunham. 4 vols, 
fcp. 8vo. with Vignette Titles, ^l. 48. cloth. 

The History of Spain and Portugal. 
By Dr. Dunham. 6 vols. fcp. 8vo. with 
Vignette Titles, jgl, lOs. cloth. 

The History of Sweden, Denmark, 
and Norway. By Dr. Dunham. 8 vols, 
fcp. 8vo. with Vignette Titles, 18s. cloth. 

DUNLOP.-TRAVELS IN CENTRAL AMERICA. 

With a Journal of nearly Three Years' Residence in the Ck)untry. To which are added, a 
Sketch of the History of the Republic, and an Account of its Climate, Productions, Com- 
merce, &c. By Robert Glasgow Dunlop, Esq. Post 8vo. with Map, lOs. 6d. cloth. 

DUNLOP (JOHN). -THE HISTORY OF FICTION : 

Being a Critical Account of the most celebrated Prose Works of Fiction, from the earliest 
, Greek Romances to the Novels of the Present Age. By John Dunlop, Esq. 3d Edition, 
complete in One Volume. 8vo. ISs. cloth. 

EASTLAKE. - MATERIALS FOR A HISTORY OF OIL 

PAINTING. By Charles Lock Eastlare, Esq. R.A. F.R.S. F.S.A. ; Secretary to the 
RoTOl Commission for Promoting the Fine Artsk connexion with the rebuilding of the Houses 
of Fkurliament, &c 8vo. 168. cloth. 

ECCLESTON (JAMES) .-AN INTRODUCTION TO EN(JLISH 

ANTIQUITIES. Intended as a Companion to the History of England. Bv Jambs Ecols. 
ston, B.A. Head Master of Sutton Coldfield Gnunmar School. 8vo. with numerous En- 
gravingB on Wood, 218. cloth. 

ELLIOTSON.-HUMAN PHYSIOLOGY: 

With which is incorporated much of the elementary part of the ** Institutiones Physiologicas" 
of J F. Blumenbach. Professor in the University of GOttingen. By John Elliotson, M.D. 
Cantab. F.R.S. Fifth Edition. 8vo. with numerous Woodcuto, ^2. 28. cloth. 

ENGLISHMAN'S GREEK CONCORDANCE OF THE NEW 

TESTAMENT: being an Attempt at a Verbal Connexion between the Greek and the English 
Texts ; including a Concordance to the Proper Names, with Indexes, Greek-English and 
English-Greek. 2d Edition, with a new Index. Royal 8vo. 42s. cloth. 

ENGLISHMAN'S HEBREW AND CHALDEE CONCORDANCE 

of the OLD TESTAMENT ; bein^ an attempt at a Verbal Connection between the Original 
and the English Translations : with Indexes, a List of the Proper Names and their occur- 
rences, &c. &c. 9 vols, royal 8vo. jfi'S. 13s. 6d. cloth ; large paper, ^4. 148. 6d. 

EPHEMERA.-A HAND-BOOK OF ANGLING; 

Teaching Fly-fishing, Trolling, Bottom-fishing-, Salmon-fishing; the Natural History of River 
Fish, and the best modes of Catching them. By Ephemera, of Bell's Life in London. 
Fcp. 8vo. with numerous Wood Engravings, 9s. cloth. 

ESDAILE (DR. J.)-MESMERISM IN INDIA; 

And its Practical Application in Surgery ^and^Medicine.^ By JambsEsdailb, M.D. Civil 
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Assistant-Surgeon, E.I.C.S. Bengal. Fcp. 8vo. 68. 6d. cloth. 
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EVANS.-THE SUGAR PLANTER'S MANUAL ; 

Bdnr a Treatise on the Art of obtainiiif Sofar ftmn the Sugar GanOb By W. J. BvAVSy M .D. 
8vo. 9a. cloth. 

FAREY.-A TREATISE ON THE STEAM ENGINE, 

Hiatorical, Practical, and Deacriptive. By John Farbt, Bngineer. 4to. illoatnted by 
numeroos Woodcuts, and 35 Copper-plates, jff6. Ss. boards. 

FAWN (THE) OF SERTORIUS. 

9 vols, poat 8to. 18s. doth. 
* As a work that contaiiu Vkftij and graphic pietnrM oflift and nanaen In a diitaat t^gt, we eommend it to thep«nual 
of oar nadart."— CaiTic. 

FERGUS-HISTORY OF UNITED STATES OF AMERICA, 

Vnm the DiKovery of America to the Election of General Jackson to the Presideiicy. By the 
Rev. U. FBsoua. S vola. fcp. 8vo. with Viginette Titles, 19a. doth. 

FITZROY (LADY). -SCRIPTURAL CONVERSATIONS BE- 

TWEBN CHARLES and his MOTHER. By Lady Ch arlbb Fitzro v. Fcp. 8vo. 4s. 6d. cloth. 

FORSTER.-THE STATESMEN OF THE COMMONWEALTH 

OF ENGLAND. With an Introductory Treatise on the Popular Prognress in Bnii^lisb History. 
By John Fobbtbb, Esq. 6 vds. fcp. Svo. with Orifrinal Portraits of Pym, Eliot, Hampden, 



Cromwell, and an Historical Scene after a Picture by Cattermole, d:i, lOs. doth. 

rhe above 5 vols, form Mr. Forster*s portion of the Lives of Eminent British Statei , _ ^ 

James Mackintosh, the Rifl^bt Hon. T. P. Courtenay, and John Forater, Esq. 7 vols. fcp. Svo. 



FORSTER (REV. C.)-THE HISTORICAL GEOGRAPHY OF 

ARABIA : or, the Patriarchal Evidences of Revealed Religion. A Memoir, with illustrative 
Maps ana an Appendix, containing Translations, with an Alphabet and Glossary of the 
Hamyaritic Inscriptions recently discovered in Hadramaut. By the Rev. Charlbs Fobstbr, 
B.D. Author of <* Mahometauism Unveiled.*' 9 vols. Svo. 90s. doth. 

FORSTER (REV. C.)-THE LIFE OF JOHN JEBB, D.D.F.R.S., 

late Bishop of Limerick. With a Selection from his Letters. By the Rcfv. Charlbs 
Forstbr, B.D. Rector of Stisted, and formerly Domestic Chaplain to the Bishop. Second 
Edition. 6vo. with Portrait, kc. 168. cloth. 

FOSBROO.-A TREATISE ON THE ARTS, MANNERS, 

MANUFACTURES, and INSTITUTIONS of the GREEKS and ROMANS. By the Rev. 
T. D. FosBBOKB, &c. 9 vols. fcp. Svo. with Vignette Titles, 19s. cloth. 

FRANCIS.-NOTES FROM A JOURNAL KEPT IN ITALY 

and SICILY durinr the years 1844, 1845, and 1846. By J. G. Fbancis, B. A. SVO. with Eig^ht 
Lithographic llhistmtions, from I>rawings hy the Author, 14b. doth. 

FROM OXFORD TO ROME; 

And, How it fared with some who lateily made the Journey. By a Companion Travbllbb. 
New Edition, revised and corrected. Fcp. Svo. with Frontispiece, 6s. doth. 

GASCOTNE.-A NEW SOLUTION, IN PART, OF ISIE SEALS, 

TRUMPETS, and other SYMBOLS of the REVELATION of ST. JOHN : bdng an Attempt 
to prove that, as fkr as lAiey are fhlfiUed, they denote the Rise, Increase, and Maturity of the 
Man of Sin, and the Gommi; of our Lord Jesus Christ for his Destruction. By the Kev. R. 
Gascotnb, A.M. ISmo. 6s. cloth. 

GERTRUDE. 

A Tale. By the Author of ** Amy Herbert." Edited by the Rev. William Sbwbli« B.D. 
of Exeter Colleg^e, Oxford. New Edition. 9 vols. fcp. Svo. 98. cloth. 

GILBART (J. W.) - THE HISTORY AND PRINCIPLES OF 

BANKING. By Jambs William Gilbabt, General Manager of the London and West- 
minster Bank. Sd Edition. Svo. 9s. boards. 

GLEIG.-LIVES OF MOST EMINENT BRITISH MILITARY 

COMMANDEBS. By the »ev. G. R. Olbio. (vol*, fop. 8to. with Ti(rnette Title*, 18b. doth. 

GOLDSMITH. - THE POETICAL WORKS OF OLIVER 

. GOLDSMITH. Illnstrated by Wood Engravings, fhnn the Designs of G. W. Cope, A.R.A., 
Thomas Creswick, A.R.A., J. C. Horslcy, R. Redgrave, A.R.A.. and Frederick Tayler M te- 
bers of the Etching Clab. With a Biographical Memoir, and Notes on the FOems. Edi d 
by Bolton Cobnby, Esq. Square crown Svo. uniform with ''Thomson's Seasons,'* 8ta. 
cloth ; or, bound in morocco, by Hayday, ^1. 16a. 

%* One Hundred Copies, jtf2. 28. each, printed on prepared paper of great beauty. 
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GOOD.-THE BOOK OF NATURE. 

A Popular Illustration of the General Laws and Phenomena of Creation. By John Mason 
Good, M.D. F.R.S., &c. Third fidition, corrected. 8 vols. fcp. 8to. 24s. cloth. 

GOWER.-THE SCIENTIFIC PHJINOMENA OF DOMESTIC 

LIF£» familiarly explained. By Charlbs Foots Gowbr. New Edition. Fcp. 8vo. with 
Wood Engravings, 5s. cloth. 

GRAHAM -ENGLISH ; OR, THE ART OF COMPOSITION : 

explained in a Series of Instractions and Examples. By G. F. Graham. New Edition, 
revised and improved. Fcp. 8vo. 6s. cloth. 

GRANT (MRS.)-LETTERS FROM THE MOUNTAINS. 

Being the Correspondence with her Friends, between the years 1773 and 1803. By Mrs Grant, 
of Laggan. Sixth Edition. Edited, with Notes and Additions, by her son, J. P. Grant, 
Esq. 2 vols, post 8vo. 21s. cloth. 

GRANT (MRS.) -MEMOIR AND CORRESPONDENCE OF 

the late Mrs. Grant, of Laggan, Author of " Letters from the Mountains," ** Memoirs of an 
American Lady," &c. Edited by her Son, J. P. Grant, Esq. 2d Edition. 3 vols, post 8yo. 
with Portrait, 318. 6d\ cloth. 

6RATTAN.-THE HISTORY OF THE NETHERLANDS, 

From the Invasion by the Romans to the Belgian Revolution in 1830. By T. C. Grattan, 
Esq. Fcp. 8vo. with Vignette Title, 6s. cloth. 

GRAY (THOMAS).-GRAY'S ELEGY, 

Written in a Country Churchyard. Illuminated in the Missal style. By Owen Jones, 
Architect. Imp. 8vo. 31s. 6d. elegantly bound in patent relievo leather. 

GRAY AND MITCHELL'S ORNITHOLOGY.-THE GENERA 

Of BIRDS ; comprising their Generic Characters, a Notice of the Habits of each Genus, and 
an extensive List of Species, referred to their several Genera. By George Robert Grav^, 
Acad. Imp. Georg. Fiorent Soc. Corresp. Senior Assistant of the Zoological Department, 
British Museum ; and Author of the " List of the Genera of Birds,*' &c. &c. Illustrated with 
Three Hundred and Fifty imperial quarto Plates, by David William Mitchell. 

In course of publication, in Monthly Parts, 10s. 6d. each ; each Part consisting generally of 
Four imperial quarto coloured Plates and Three plain, and accompanving Letterpress ; giving 
the Generic Characters, short Remarks on the Habits, and a List of Species of each Genus as 
complete as possible. The uncoloured Plates contain the Characters of all the Genera of 
the various Sub-families, consisting of numerous details of Heads, Wings, and Feet, as the 
case may require, for pointing out their distinguishing Characters. 

%* The work will not exceed Fifty Monthly Farts, of which Forty have appeared. 

Order I.— Accipitres, has been completed, and may be had separately. Imperial 6vo. with 
15 coloured and 12 plain Plates, ^£'2. 8s. boards. 

GREENER.-THE GUN; 

Or, aTreatise on the various Descriptions of Small Fire-Arms. By W. Greener, Inventor of 
an improved method of Firing Cannon by Percussion, &c. 8vo. with Illustrations, 16s. boards. 

GRIMBLOT (P.)-LETTERS OF WILLIAM III. AND LOUIS 

XIV. and of their Ministers. Illustrating the Domestic and Foreign Policy of England during 
the period which followed the Revolution of 1688. Extracted from the Archives of France 
and England, and from Family papers. Edited by P. Grim blot . 2 vols. 8vo. [In the press, 

GUICCIARDINI (F.)-THE MAXIMS OF FRANCIS GUIC- 

CIARDINI. Translated by Emma Martin. With Notes, and Parallel Passages from 
the works of Machiavelli, Lord Bacon, Pascal, Rochefoucault, Montesquieu, Burke^ 
Talleyrand, M. Guizot, &c. ; and a Sketch of the Life of Guicciardini. Square fcp. 8vo. with 
Portrait, 7s. boards ; or bound in morocco by Hayday, 14s. 

6UTCH.-A LYTELL GESTE OF ROBIN HODE : 

With other Antient and Modern Ballads and Songs relative to this celebrated Yeoman. To 
which is prefixed, his History and Character, grounded upon other Documents than those 
made use of by his former Biographer, << Mister Ritson.** Edited by J^ M. Gutch, F.A.S. 
and adorned with Cuts by F. W. Fairholt, F.A.S. 2 vols. 8vo. with numerous Wood 
Engravings, 30s. cloth. 

6WILT.-AN ENCYCLOPJIDIA OF ARCHITECTURE; 

Historical, Theoretical, and Practical. By Josbph Gwilt, Esq. F.S.A. Illustrated with 
upwards of 1000 Engravings on Wood, from Designs by J. S. Gwilt. 8vo. 528. 6d. cloth. 
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HALL- NEW GENERAL LARGE LIBRARY ATLAS OF 

FIFTY-THRRB MAPS, on Colombier Paper; with tbe Divisions and Boandariea carefiilly 
coloured. Constructed entirely from New Drawinn, and eng^ved by Sidnky Hali*. New 
Bdition, thoroughly revised and corrected ; including all tbe Alterations rendered necessary 
by the recent Official Surveys, the New Roads on the Continent, and a careful Comnarison 
with the authenticated Discoveries published in the latest Voyages and Travels. Folded in 
half, Nine Guineas, half-bound in russia; full size of the Maps, Ten Pounds, half-bd. mssia. 

HALSTED.-LIFE AND TIMES OF RICHARD THE.THIRD, 

as Duke of Gloucester and Kin^ of Eng^land : in which all the Charf^es against him are care- 
fully investiicated and compared with the StetemenU of the Cotemporary Authorities. By 
Caroline A. Halstbd, Author of " The Life of Marj^aret Beaufort." a vols. 8vo. with an 
Original Portrait and other Illustrations, jffl. lOs. clo^h. 

HAND-BOOK OF TASTE (THE) ; 

Or, How to Observe Works of Art, especially Cartoons, Pictures, and Statues. By Fabius 
PicTdR. New Bdition. Fcp. 8vo. 3s. boards. 

HANSARD. -TROUT AND SALMON FISHING IN WALES. 

By G. A. Hansard. 12mo. 6s. 6d. cloth. 

HARRIS.-THE HIGHLANDS OF JITHIOPIA; 

" ' * * ■ *" -«...-,. ^ to the Christian Court 

Southern Africa," Sec 



HAWBUCK GRANGE; 

Or, the Sportinff Adventures of Thomas Scott, Bsq. By the Author of '* Handley Cross ; or, 
the Spa Hunt.'' 8vo. with Eij^ht Illustrations by Phiz. [In October, 

HAWES.-TALES OF THE NORTH AMERICAN INDIANS, 

And Adventures of the Early Settlers in America ; from the landinfi: of the Pilgrim Fathers, 
in 1620, to tbe Time of the Declaration of Independence. By Barbara Hawks. Fep. 8vo. 
with Frontispiece, 6s. cloth. 

HAWKER-INSTRUCTIONS TO YOUNG SPORTSMEN 

In all that relates to Guns and Shooting:. By Lieut. >Col. P. Hawker. 9th Edit, corrected, 
enlarged, and improved, with Eirhty-five Plates and Woodcuts by Adlard and Branston, from 
Drawmgs by C. Varley, Dickes, &c. 8vo. jCI. Is. cloth. 

HAYDON.-THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY AND JOURNALS OF 

the late B. R. HAYDON, Historical Painter. Arranged, edited, and continued by Mrs. 
Haydon. [j« thepreu. 

HAYDON.-LECTURES ON PAINTING AND DESIGN: 

Delivered at the London Institution, the Royal Institution, Albemarle Street, to the University 
of Oxford, &c. By B. R. Haydon, Historical Painter. With Portraits of the Author and of 
Sir David Wilkie, andother Illustrations, f^om Designs drawn on Woodby the Author. 2 vols. 
8vo. 24s. cloth. 

HENSLOW.-THE PRINCIPLES OF DESCRIPTIVE AND 

PHYSIOLOGICAL BOTANY. By J. S. Henslow, M.A. F.L.S. &c. Fcp. 8vo. with Vignette 
Title, and nearly 70 Woodcuts, 6s. cloth. 

HERSCHEL.-A TREATISE ON ASTRONOMY. 

By Sir John Hbbschbl. New Edition. Fcp. 8vo. with Vignette Title, 6s. cloth. 

HERSCHEL.-A PRELIMINARY^ DISCOURSE ON THE 

STUDY OF NATURAL PHILOSOPHY. By Sir John Hebschel. New Edition. Fcp.Svo. 
with vignette title, 6s. cloth. 

HINTS ON ETIQUETTE AND THE USAGES OP SOCIETY: 

With a Glance at Bad Habits. By hrYuySs* ** Manners make the man.'* 28th Edition, 
revised (with additions) by a Lady of Rank. Fcp. 8vo. 2s. 6d, cloth, gilt edges. 
General Observations ; Introductions— Letters of Introduction— Marrii^e— Dinners— Smoking ; 
Snuff— Fashion— Dress— Music— Dancings Conversation— Advice to Tradespeople— Visiting ; 
Visiting Cards— Cards— Tattling— Of Genera] Society. 

HISTORICAL CHARADES. 

By the Author of " Letters from Madras." Fcp. 8vo. 5s. cloth. 

HISTORICAL PICTURES OF THE MIDDLE AGES, 

In Black and White. Made on the spot, fh)m Records in the Archives of Switseiland. By a 
Wandering Artist. 2 vols, post Svo. IBs. cloth. 
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HOARE -A DESCRIPTIVE ACCOUNT OF A NEW METHOD 

of PLANTING and MANAGING the ROOTS of GRAPE VINES. By Clbmbnt Hoarb, 
Author of " A Treatise on the Cultivation of the Grape Vine on Open Walls.'' ISmo. 5s. cloth. 

HOARE.-A PRACTICAL TREATISE ON THE CULTIVATION 

OF THE GRAPE VINE ON OPEN WALLS. By Clbmbnt Hoabb. Sd Edition. 8yo. 
7s. 6d. cloth. 

HOBBES.-ENGLISH WORKS OF THOMAS HOBBES, 

Of Malmesbury ; now first collected by Sir William Molbswobth, Bart 16 vols. 8yo. 
88. cloth. 
%* Separately t the English Works, in 11 vols. ^5. 10s. ; the Latin Works, in 6 vols, te^, 10s. 

HOLLAND.-A TREATISE ON THE MANUFACTURES IN 

METAL. By J. Hollan d, Esq. 3 vols. fcp. Vignette Titles, about 300 Woodcuts, 188. cloth. 

HOLLAND-MEDICAL NOTES AND REFLECTIONS. 

By Hbnry Holland, M.D. F.R.S. &c. Fellow of the Royal College of Physicians, Fhydclan 
Extraordinary to the Queen, and Physician in Ordinary to Hit Royal Highness Prince Albert. 
2d Edition. 8vo. 188. cloth. 

HOOK (DR. W. F.HTHE LAST DAYS OF OUR LORD'S 

MINISTRY : a Course of Lectures on the principal Events of Passion Week. By Waltbr 
Farquhar Hook, D.D. Vicar of Leeds, Preoendury of Lincoln, and Chaplain in Ordinary to 
the Queen. 4th Edition. Fcp. 8vo. 6s. cloth. 

HOOKER.-KEW GARDENS; 

Or, a Popular Guide to the Royal Botanic Gardens of Kew. By Sir William Jackson 
HooKBR, K.H. D.C.L. F.R. A. & L.S. &c. &c. Director. New Edition. lOmo. with numerous 
Wood Engravings, Is. sewed. 

HOOKER.-THE BRITISH FLORA/ 

In Two Vols. Vol. 1 ; comprising Phenogamous or Flowering Plants, and the Ferns. By Sir 
William Jackson Hookbr, K.H. LL.D. F.R.A. and L.S. £c. &c &c. Fifth Edition, with 
Additions and Corrections ; and 173 Figures illustrative of the Umbelliferous Plants, the 
Composite Plants, the Grasses, and the Ferns. 8vo. with 12 Plates, 14s. plain; with the 
plates coloured, 24s. cloth. 
Vol. 2, in Two Parts, comprising the Cryptogamia and Fungi, completLqg the British Flora, and 
forming Vol. 6, Parts 1 and 2, of Smith's English Flora, 24s. boards. 

HORNE (THE REV. T. HJ-AN INTRODUCTION TO THE 

CRITICAL STUDY and KNOWLEDGE of the HOLY SCRIPTURES. By Thomas 
Hartwell Horne, B.D. of St. John's College, Cambridge; Rector of the united Parishes 
of St. Edmund the King and Martyr, and St. Nicholas Aeons, Lombard Street ; Prebendary 
of St. Paul's. A New Edition, revised and corrected. 6 vols. 8vo. with numerous Maps and 
Facsimilies of Biblical Manuscripts, 63s. cloth; or ^6, bound in calf half-extra, by Hayday. 

HORNE (THE REV. f. H.)-A COMPENDIOUS INTRODUC- 

TION to the STUDY of the BIBLE. By Thomas Hartwell Hornb, B.D. of St. John's 
College, Cambridge. Being an Analysis of his " Introduction to the Critical Study and 
Knowledge of the Holy Scriptures." Mew Edition, corrected and enlarged. 12mo. with Maps 
and other Engravings, 9s. boards. 

HORSLEY (BISHOP).-BIBLICAL CRITICISM 

On the first Fourteen Historical Books of the Old Testament : and on the first Nine Prophetical 
Books. BySAMUBL Horsley. LL.D. F.R.S. F.S.A. Lord Bishop of St. Asaph. 2d Edition, 
containing Translations by the Author never before published, together with copious Indices, 
a vols. 8vo. ^1. 10s. cloth.— By the same Author, 
THE BOOK of PSALMS ; translated from the Hebrew: with Notes, explanatory and critical 
Fourth Edition. 8vo. 12s. cloth. 



HOWITT (MARD.-BALLADS AND OTHER POEMS. BY 

Mary Howitt. Square crown 8vo. with a Portrait, from a picture by Miss Gillies, beautif ally 
engraved by W: H. Egleton, 18s. cloth ; morocco, S6s. (dow%d bjf uagda^.) 

HOWITT.-THE CHILD'S YEAR-BOOK. 

By Mart Howitt. With Four lUustrations, engraved by John Absolon, from Original 
Designs. [In the Aulwmn, 

HOWITT.-THE BOY'S COUNTRY BOOK: 

Being the real life of a Country Boy, written by himself; exhibiting all the Amusements, 
Pleasures, and Pursuits of Children m the Country. Edited by William Howitt. Author 
of << The Rural life Of England,'* &c. New Edit. Fcp.8vo.with40Woodcnta. [JuttrMd^. 
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HOWITT.-THE RURAL LIFE OP ENGLAND. 

0y William Howitt. Sd BdMon, corrected mod reyiied. ICedimn 8vo. with Sognmnf s 
on wood, by Bewick and WilUanu, oniftMrm with ** Virita to Remarkable Places,'' Sis. eioUi. 

HOWITT-VISITS TO REMARKABLE PLACES; 

Old Haas, Battlft-Fielda» and Scenes lIlnstratiTe of Strikinf Passages in English History and 
Poetry. By William Howitt. New Edition. Medium 8to. with 40 IllostratiottB by 
S. Williams, Sis. cloth. 
SECOND SERIES, chiefly in the Connties of DURHAM jmd NORTHUMBERLAND, with a 
Stndl alonr the BORDER. Medium Sro. with upwards of 40 hirhly-finished Woodcats, 
from Drawinn made on the spot for this work, by Messrs. Carmlchael, Richardsons, and 
Wdd Taylor, ais.ctoth. 

HOWITT.-THE RURAL AND SOCIAL LIFE OF GERMANY : 

With Characteristic Sketches of its Chief Cities and Scenery. Collected in a General Tour, 
and dnrinr a Residence in that Country in the Years l84<Ma. By William Howitt, 
Author of '< Tbe Rural Life of England," &c. Med. 8vo. with above 50 Illustrations, 21b. ck>th. 

HOWITT.-THE STUDENT-LIFE OF GERMANY. 

From the Unpublished MSS. of Dr. Cornelius. By William Howitt. 8vo. with 14 Wood- 
Bogravings, and Seven Steel Plates, Sis. cloth. 

HOWITT.-COLONISATION AND CHRISTIANITY: 

A Popular History of the Treatment of the Natives, in all their Colonies, by tbe Europeans. 
By William Howitt. Post 8vo. 10s. 6d. cloth. 

HUDSON.-PLAIN DIRECTIONS FOR MAKING WILLS 

In Conformity with the Law, and particularly with reference to the Act 7 Will. 4 and 1 Vict, 
c. 36. To which is added, a clear Exposition of the Law relating to the distribution of Per- 
sonal Estate in the case of Intestacy ; with two Forms of Wills, and much useftil infbnnation, 
&c. By J. C. Hudson, Esq. New Edition, corrected. Fcp. 8vo. Ss. 6d. 

HUDSON.-THE EXECUTOR'S GUIDE. 

By J. C. Hudson, Esq. of the Legacy Duty Office, London ; Author of " Plain Directions for 
Staking WUls," and *^The Parent's Hand-book.*' New Edition. Fcp. 8vo. fis. cloth. 
*** These two works may be had in one volume, 7s. cloth. 

HUDSON.-THE PARENT'S HAND-BOOK: 

Or, Guide to the Choice of Professions. Employments, and Situations ; containing;^ useful and 
practical Information on the subject or placing out Yowae Men, and of obtaining^ their Edu- 
cation with a view to particular occupations. By J. C. Hudson, Esq. Author of *< Plain 
Directions for Makingr Wills." Fcp. 8vo. 6s. cloth* 

HUMBOLDT (BARON).-BARON HUMBOLDT'S COSMOS : 

A Sketch of a Physical Description of the Universe. Translated, with the Author's Sanction 
and Co-operation, under the superintendence of lieutenant-Cotonel Edward Sabinb, E. A. 
For. Sec. R.S. Vol. I. New Edition. Post 8vo. 12s. ck>th. {Vol, II. it in tkepreu. 

" Je font amtoriw, Moniieur, de toub wrrir en ioute occasion de la d6okiratioa, qua la belle traduction dn CoUmmI 
Sakine caiiehia de rectiflcatiaiw et de notes trto-or^cieiues, et qui ont toutc mon appiobatioo, est la aenle par la g n ^H f 
j'ai Tivemeat deaM rotr introdnit mon ouTiage aana la litt^ratnre de Totre paya." 

Bakom HvMBoun to Mr. Morray, Dee. 15, 1846. 

" The present translation was vndeitnksn in eomplisaee witii tbe author's wish, and is ably executed, Tiadinc like 
wa. original iioik.*'-Se»OTh.ToM. 

HUME.-THE LEARNED SOCIETIES AND PRINTING CLUBS 

of the UNITED KINGDOM ; bdng <^ Account of their respective Origin. History, Obiects, 
and Constitution : f^ll details respecting Membership, Fees, their publisdea Works and Iruis- 
actions, Notices of their Periods and Places of Meeting, Sec. With a general Introduction, 
and a Ctessified Index. Compiled finom Official Documents, by the Rev. A. Humb, LL.D. 
F.S.A. Corresponding Member of the Society of Antiquaries, Scotland ; Member of tbe Philo- 
logical Society, &c Post 8vo. 8s. 6d. cloth. 

HUNT.-RESEARCHES ON LIGHT : 

An Examination of all the Phenomena connected with the Chemical and Molecular Changes 
produced by the Influence of the Solar Rays; embracing all the known Photographic Pro- 
cesses, and new Discoveries in the Art. By Robert Hunt, Keeper of Mimng Records, 
Museum of Economic Geology. 8vo. with Plate and Woodcuts, lOs. 6d. cloth. 

JAENISCH & WALKER.-JAENISCH'S CHESS PRECEPTOR: 

A New Analysis of the Openings of Games. By C. F. De Jaenisch, of St. Petersburgh. 
Translated fjrom the French, with copious Notes, by George Walker, Author of "Chess 
Studies," and various other Works on the Game of Chess. 8vo. 15s. cloth. 

JAMES.-LIVES OF MOST EMINENT FOREIGN STATESMEN. 

By G. P. R. James, Esq., and 6. E. Ckowb, Esq. 5 vols. fcp. 8vo. Vignette Titles, 30s. c)oth. 



I 
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JAMES -A HISTORY OF THE LIFE OF EDWARD THE 

BLACK PRINCE, and of varioiu Events connected therewitb, wLich occurred during the 
Reign of Edward HI. King of England. By 6. P. R. Jambs, Esq. ad Edition. 2 vols. fcp. 
8vo. Map, 15s.' cloth. 

JEBB. - A LITERAL TRANSLATION OF THE BOOK OF 

PSALMS ; intended to illustrate their Poetical and Moral Structure. To which are added, 
Dissertations on the word *<Selah,*' and on the Authorship, Order, Titles, and Poetical 
Features, of the Psalms. By the Rev. John Jbbb, AM. Rector of Peterstow. 2 vols. 8vo. 
[ ] 21 s. cloth. 

JEBB (BISHOP) AND KNOX (ALEXANDER). - THIRTY 

YEARS' CORRESPONDENCE between John Jehb, D.D. F.RS. Bishop of Limerick, Ardfert, 
Agb«doe, and Alexander Knox, Esq. M.R.I.A. Edited by the Rev. Charles Forstbr, B.D. 
Rector of Stisted, tbrmerly Domestic Chaplain to Bishop Jebb. 2d Edit. 2 vols. 8vo. 28s. cl. 

JEFFREY. - CONTRIBUTIONS TO THE EDINBURGH 

REVIEW. By FRANora Jeffrb'v, now One of the Judges of theCourt of Session in Scotland. 
New Edition. 3 vols. Svo. 42s. cloth. 

JOHNSON.-THE FARMER'S ENCYCLOPJIDIA, 

And Dictionary of Rural AfTairs: embracing: all the recent Discoveries in A^ccdtural Che- 
mistry ; adapted to the comprehension of imscientific readers. By Cdthbbrt W. Johnson, 
Esq. F.R.S; fiarrister-at-Law ; Editor of the " Farmer's Almanack," &c. Svo. illustrated by 
Wood Engjavings, j6'2. 10s. cloth. 

KATER AND LARDNER.-A TREATISE ON MECHANICS. 

By Captain Katbr and Dr. Lardnbr. . New Edition. Fcp. Svo. with Vig^nette Title, and 19 
Plates, comprising 224 distinct fijpires, 6s. cloth. 

KEIGHTLEY.-OUTLINES OF HISTORY. 

From the Earliest Period. By Thomas Keightlby, Esq. New Edition, corrected and con- 
aiderably improved. Fcp. Svo. 6s. cloth ; or 66. 6d. bound. 

KING (COL. J. A.) -TWENTY-FOUR YEARS IN THE 

ARGENTINE REPUBLIC; embracing the Author's Pefsonal Adventures, with the Civil 
and Military History of the Country, and an Account of its Political Condition before and 
during the Administration of Governor Rosas, his conrse of Policy, the Canses and Character 
of his interference with the Government of Monte Video, and the circumstances which led to 
the Interposition of England and France. By Col. J. Amthony Kiira,an Officer in the 
Army of the Republic. Svo. 148. cloth. 

KIP.-THE CHRISTMAS HOLYDAYS IN ROME. 

By the Rev. W. 1m«raham Kip, M.A. Edited by the Rev. W. Skwbll, B.D. Fellow axid 
Tutor of Exeter College, Oxford, f q>. Svo. 6s. cloth. 

KIRBY & SPENCE.-AN INTRODUCTION TO ENTOMOLOGY ; 

Or, Elements of the Natural History of Insects : comprising an account of noxious and oaefal 
Insects, -of their Metamorphoses, Food, Stratagema, Habitati<m8, Societies, Motions, Noises, 
Hybernation, Instinct, &c. By W. Kirby, M.A. F.R.S. & L.S, Rector of Barham ; and W/ 
Spence, Esq. F.R.S. & L.S. 6th Edit, corrected and muchenlai;ged. 2 vols. Svo. 31s. 6d. cloth. 

KNOX <ALEXANDER).-REMAINS OF ALEXANDER KNOX, 

Esq. of Dublin, M.RI.A , containing Essays, chiefly explanatory of Christian Doctrine, and 
Confidential Letters, with Private Papers, ilhntrative of the Writer's Chavaoter, Sentiments, 
and Life. Sd Edition, 4 vola.. bvo. ^2, Ss. cloth. 

LAING.-NOTES ON THE SCHISM FROM THE CHURCH OF 

ROME, called the GERMAN-CATHOLIC CHURCH, instituted by J. Roage and I. Cserski, 
an October 1844, on occasion of the Pilgrimage to the Holy Coat at Treves. By S. La.ino, 
Esq. Author of ** Notes of a IVaveller," &c. "2d Edition. Fcp. Svo. Ss. doth. 

LAIN6.-THE CHRONICLE OF THE KINGS OF NORWAY, 

Fpom the Earliest Period of the History of the Northern Sea Kings to tiie Middle of the Twelfth 
Century, commonly called The HeimthHnffla. Tnmslated from the Icelandic ef Snorro 
SturlesOB, with Notes, and a Preliminary Discourse, by Samvel La4N0, Author of ** Notes 
of a Traveller^" &c. 3 vols. Svo. 86s. cloth. 

LAING.-A TOUR IN SWEDEN, 

In ISSS ; comprising observations on the Moral, Political, and Economical State of the Swedish 
Nation. By Samuel Laing, Esq. Svo. 12s. cloth. 

LANE (R. J.)-LIFE AT THE WATER-CURE; 

Or, a Month at Malvern. A Diary of Facts and Fancies. To which is added. The Sequel. 
By Richard J. Lane, A.RA. Lithographer to Her Mi^esty and H.R.H. Prince Albert. 
Post Svo. with numerous Illustrations, 14s. cloth. 
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UNETON PARSONAGE : 

A Ty« for Childm, on the Practical Um of a portioo of the Charch Catechism. By the 
Author of «« Amy Herbert," and «< Oertmde." B&ted by the Ser. W. Sbwkio, fi.O. Fellov 
of Bxeter College, Oxford. New Edition. Pep. 8ro. 5e. cloth. 

LANG.-COOKSLAND IN NORTH-EASTERN AUSTRALIA; 

Or. the Fntnre Cotton field of Great Britain t iti Characteristics and Capabilities for Europeu 
Colonisation, with a Diaqniaitloa on the Oriirin, Manners, and Costoms of the AiMiiinnes. 
By J. D. Lang, D.D. 19nio. with 7 Plates and Map, 7s. 6d. doth. 

LANG.-PHILLIPSLAND: 

Or, the Conntry hitherto designated Port Phillip s its P rese n t Condition and Prospects as a 
highly eligible Field for Emigration. By John Dunmorb La no, D.D. A.M. ; Member of 
the Legislative Ooancil of New Sonth Wales. 12mo. with 4 Plates and a Maps, 7s. 6d. cloth. 

LAPLACE (THE MARUUIS DE).-THE SYSTEM OF THE 

WORLD. By M. La MAmauis Da Laplaos. Translated tnm the French, and elucidsted 
with Explanatory Notes. By the Bev. Hbnrt U. Hartb, F.T.C.D. M.B.lJk. a vols. 8to. 
Ms. boards. 

URDNER'S CABINET CYCLOP JIDIA; 

Comprising a Series of Original Worics on History, Biography|Literatare, the Sciences, Arts, 
and Mananctures. Conducted and edited by Dr. La rdn b a. 
The Series, complete, In One Hundred and Thirty-three Volumes, j^9. 18s. The works, 
separately, 6s. per volume. 

URDNER AND WALKER -A TREATISE ON ELECTRICITY, 

MAGNETISM, and METEOROLOGY. By D. Labdnbr. LLD. F.R.S., and C. V. Wauibb, 
Secretary of the Electrical Society, a vols. fcp. 8vo. with Vignette Titles, lis. doth. 

LARDNER -A TREATISE ON HEAT. 

By D. Labdhbb» LL.D., te. Fcp. 8vo. with Woodcuts and Vignette Title, 68. cloth. 

LARDNER.-A TREATISE ON HYDROSTATICS AND PNEU- 

MATICS. By Dr. L&BDMBB. NewBdition. Fcp. 8to. with Vi|riiette Title, te. clodi. 

LARDNER.-A TREATISE ON ARITHMETIC. 

By D. Labdnbb, LL.D. F.R.S. Fcp. 8vo. with Vignette Title, 6s. cloth. 

LARDNER.-A TREATISE ON GEOMETRY, 

And its Application to the ArU. By Dr. Labdnbb. Fcp. 8vo. vignette Title, and upwards 
of 300 figures, 6s. doth. 

L. E. L -THE POETICAL WORKS OF LETITIA ELIZABETH 

LANDON. New Edition, 4 vols. fcp. 6vo. with Illustrations by Howard, &cc. ass. dotb 
lettered; or handsomely ooand in morocco, with gilt edges, je9. 4s. 

The following Works separately t— 
The IMPROVISATRICE. Fcp. 10s. 6d. doth, i The GOLDEN VIOLET. Fcp. Svo. 10B.6d. cloth. 
The VENETIAN BRACELET. 10s.6d. doth. I The TROUBADOUR. Fcp. 8vo. 108. 6d. cloth. 

LEE -TAXIDERMY; 

Or, the Art of Collecting, Preparing, and Mounting Objecta of Natural History. For the 
use of Mnsenms and Travellers. By Mrs. R. Lbb (formerly Mrs. T. £. Bowdich), Author of 
" Memoirs of Cuvier,'* ftc. 6th Edition, improved, with an account of a Visit to Walton 
Hall, and Mr. Waterton's Method of Preserving Animals. Fcp. Svo. with Woodcuts, 7s. cloth. 

LEE.-ELEMENTS OF NATURAL HISTORY, 

For the use of Schools and Young Persons : comprising the Principles of Classification, 
interspersed with amusing and instructive original Accounts of the most remarkable Animals. 
By Mrs. R. Lbb (formerly Mrs. T. E. Bowdich), Author of "Taxidermy,*' ** Memoirs of 
Cuvier," &c. ISme^ with Fifty-five Woodcuts, 7s. 6d. bound. 

LEMPRIERE.-A CLASSICAL DICTIONARY; 

Containing a copious Account of all the proper Names mentioned in Ancient Authors ; with 
the Value of Coins, Weights, and Measures, used amongst the Greeks and Romans ; and a 
Chronological Table. By T. Lbmpbibbb, D.D. 20th Edition, corrected. Svo. 98. cloth. 

LESLIE (C. R.)-MEMOIRS OF THE LIFE OF JOHN CON- 

STABLE, Esq. R.A. Composed chiefly of his Letters. By C. R. Lbslib, R.A. Second 
Edition., with further Extracts firom his Correspondence. Small 4to. with two Portraits (one 
from a new Sketch by Mr. Leslie), and a Plate of ** Spring," engraved by Lucas. 2is. clotb. 

LETTERS TO MY UNKNOWN FRIENDS. 

By A Laoy, Author of " Twelve Years Ago." Fcp. Svo. 6s. 6d. cloth. 

" The author ii no commonplace retailer of cut and dried maxims, but a woman of strong understanding and ciiItiTat(«i 
taste, who has read much and thought more. She would hare religion to be the bi^inning and the end of ail hnnua 
aetions ; but she is not puritanicjil in her pious seal."— Spzctatok. 
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LINDIEY.-INTRODUCTION TO BOTANY. 

By Prof. J. LiNDLBY, Ph.D. F.R.S. L^. &c. 3d Edition with Corrections and considerable 
Additions. 8vo. with Six Plates and numerous Woodcuts, 188. cloth. 

LINDLEY.-FLORA MEDICA: 

A Botanical Account of all the most important Plants used in Medicine, in different Pkrts of 
the World. By John Lindlby, Ph.D., F.R.S., &c. 8to. 18s. cloth. 

LINDLEY.-A SYNOPSIS OP THE BRITISH FLORA, 

Arranired according^ to the Natural Orders. By Professor Job n Lindlby, Ph.D., F.R.S., &c. 
Sd Edition, with numerous additions, corrections, and improvements, l2mo. lOs. 6d. cloth. 

LINDLEY.-THE THEORY OF HORTICULTURE ; 

Or, an Attempt to explain the Principal Operations of Gardening upon Physiological Prin- 
ciples. By John Lindlby, Pb.D., F.a.S. 8vo. with illustrations on Wood, 128. cloth. 

LINDLEY.-6UIDE TO ORCHARD AND KITCHEN GARDEN; 

Or. an Account of the most valuable FruiU and Vegetables cultivated in Great Britain : with 
Kalendars of the Work required in the Orchard and iLitchen Garden during every month in the 
year. By G. Lindlby, G.M.H.S. Edited by Prof. Lindlby. 8vo. 16s. bds. 

LINWOOD (W.)-ANTHOLOGIA OXONIENSIS, 

Sive Florilegium e lusibus poeticis diversorum Oxoniensium Graecis et Latlnis decerptum. 
Curante Guliblmo Linwooo, M.A. ^dis Christi Alummo. 8vo. 148. doth. 

LOUDON(MRS.)-THEAMATEURGARDENER'SCALENDAR: 

Being a Monthly Guide as to what should be avoided, as well as what should he done, in a 
Garcfeu in each Month : with plain Rules how to do what is requisite; Directions for liSying 
Out and Planting Kitchen ana Flower Gardens, Pleasure Grounds, and Shrubberies ; and a 
Short Account, m each Month, of the Quadrupeds, Birds, and Insects then most imarioos to 
Gardens. By Mrs. Loudon. IQmo.with numerous Wood Eng^raviogs, 7s. M. cloth. 

LOUDON (MRS.)-THE LADY'S COUNTRY COMPANION; 

Or, How to Enjoy a Country Life Rationally. By Mrs. Loudon, Author of ** Gardening for 
Ladies,'' &c. New Edition. Fcp. 8vo. with a Steel Plate and Wood Engravings, 7s. 6d. cloth. 



LOUDON.-SELF-INSTRUCTION FOR YOUNG GARDENERS, 

Foresters, Bailiffs, Land Stewards, and Farmers ; in Arithmetic, Book-keeping. Geometry, 
Mensuration, Practical Trigonometry, Mechanics, Land-Surveying, Levelling, Planning and 



8vo. with Wood Engravings, 7s. 6d. cloth. 

LOUDON.-AN ENCYCLOPJIDIA OF GARDENING: 

Presenting, in one systematic view, the History and Present State of Gardening in all Coun- 
tries, and Its Theory and Practice in Great Britain: with the Management of the Kitchen 
Garden, the Flower Garden, Laving-out Grounds, &c. By J. C. Loudon, F.L.S. &c. A New 
Edition, enlarged and improved. 8vo. with nearly 1,000 Engravings on Wood, 60s. cloth. 

LOUDON.-AN ENCYCLOPJIDIA OF TREES AND SHRUBS: 

being the *' Arboretum et Fruticetum Britannicum" abrid^ : containing the Hardy Trees 
and Shrubs of Great Britain, Native and Foreign, Sdentificallv and Popularly Described : 
with their Propagation, Culture, and Uses in the Arts j and with Engravings of nearly all 
the Species. Adapted for the use of Nurserymen, Gardeners, and Foresters. By J. C. 
Loudon, F.L.S. &c. 8vo. with 3,000 Engravihgs on Wood, j^a. 10s. cloth. 

A New Edition of the Original Work, in 8 vols. 8vo. with above 400 Octavo Plates of Trees, 
and upwards of 2,600 Woodcuts, jff 10, cloth. 

LOUDON.-AN ENCYCLOPJIDIA OF AGRICULTURE: 

Comprising the Tlieory and Practice of the Valuation^ Transfer, Laying-oot, Improvement, 
and Management of Landed Property, and of the Cultivation and Economy of the Animal and 
• Vegetable productions of Agriculture : including all the latest 1 mprovements, a general History 
of Agriculture in all Cotmtries, a Statistical View of its present State, with Suggestions for 
its fixture prosress m the British Isles ; and Supplement, bringing down the work to the year 
1844. By J. C. Loudon, F.L.G.Z. and H.S. &c. 6th Edition. 8va with upwards of 1,100 
Engravings on Wood, jM. lOs. doth.— The Supplbmbnt iepftrateljf, 68. sewed. 

LOUDON.-AN ENCYCLOPJIDIA OF PLANTS: 

Indnding all the Plants which are now found in, or have been introduced into, Great Britain ; 
giving their Natural History, accompanied by such descriptions, engraved figures, and 
elementary details, as may enable a beginner, who is a mere English reader, to discover the 
name of every Plant which he may find in flower, and acquire all the information respecting 
it which is useful and interesting. By J. C. Loudon, F.L.S. &c. The Specific Characters 
by an Eminent Botanist; the Drawings by J. D. C. Sowerby, F.L.S. A New Edition with 
Supplement, and a new General Index. 8vo. with nearly 10,000 Wood Engravings, ^9. ISs. 6d« 
ctoth.— The Supplement, 9opwatajft 8yo. 16s. cloth. 
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LOUDON.-AN ENCTCLOPJEDIA OF COTTAGE, FARM, AND 

VILLA ABCHITECTUBB and FURNITURB ; eonUining' numerous Degigni, from the VillA 



to the Cottage and the Farm, inclading Farm Honaet, Farmeriea, and other Agricmltural 
Bnildinn ; Conntrr Inns, Pablic Honaet, and Parochial Schools ; with the requisite Fittiiifirs- 
up. Fixtures, and Furniture, and approoriate OiBoes, Gardens, and Garden Scenery : each 
Dwiffn accompanied by Analytical and Critical Remarks. By J. C. Loudon, F.L..S. ftc. 
New Edition, edited by Mrs. Loudon. 8to. with more than S,000 BngraTings oo Wood* 
4ff8. Ss. cloth.— The Suppleinent, upar^Ogt 8to. 7s. fld. sewed. 

LOUDON.-HORTUS BRITANNICUS: 

A Catalocrue of all the Plants indicenous to or introduce . . 

F.L.S. &c. 8d Edition, with a Nxw Supplxmbnt, prepared, under the direction of Mr. 



A Catalogue of all the Plants indigenous to or introduced into Britain. Br J. C. LoirDOir, 
F.L.S. %LC. 8d Edition, with a Nxw Supplxmbnt, prepared, under the direction or '^'- 
LouDON, by W. H. Baztxr, and revised by Gborok Don, F.L.8. 8to. Sis. 6d. cloth. 



The Supplxmbnt BeparatOif, Syo. 9s. 6d. sewed. 

The LATBR SUPPLBMXNTMIpara/0^, 8s. 



LOUDON.-HORTUS LIGNOSIS LONDINENSIS; 

Or, a Catalogue of aU the Ligneous Plants cultivated in the neighbourhood of London. To 
which are added, their usual prices in Nurseries. By J. C. Loudon, F.L.S. Itc. 6vo. 7s. 0d. d. 

LOUDON. -THE SUBURBAN GARDENER AND VILLA 

COMPANION ; comprising the Choice of a Villa or Suburban Residence, or of a situatkni on 
e; the * ^--^^ ^. - .^ ^ .^ . 



who know little of Gardening or Rural Affairs, and more particularly for the use of Ladies. 
By J. C. Loudon, F.L.S. &c. 8vo. with above 800 Wood Engravings, aos. cloth. 

LOV.-ON THE DOMESTICATED ANIMALS OF GREAT 

BRITAIN ; comprehending the Natural and Economical History of the Species and Breeds : 
Illustrations of the Properties of External Form ; and Observations on the Principles and 
Practice of Breeding. By David Low. Esq. F.R.S.B. Professor of Agriculture in the Uni- 
versity of Edinburgh, &c. ; Author of ** Elements of Practical Agriculture,'* &c. 8vo. witb 
Engravings on W(Md, 25s. cloth. 

LOW.-THE BREEDS OP THE DOMESTICATED ANIMALS 

Of Great Britain Described. By David Low, Esq. F.R.S.E. Professor of Agriculture in the 
University of Edinbuivh. &c. The Plates from Drawings by W. Nicholson, R.S.A. reduced 
flnom a Series of Oil Paintings, executed for the Agricultural Museum of the University of Edin- 
burgh, by W. Shiels, R.S. A. 2 vols, atlas quarto, with 56 plates of animals, beaatinilly coi'd 



after Nature, jfflO. 16b. half-bound in morocco.— Or in four separate portions, as follows : 
The OX. Atlas quarto, with 22 plates. £t, 168. 6d. half-bound in morocco. 
The SHEEP. Atlas quarto, with 21 plates, £^. lOs. 6d. half-bound in morocco. 
The HORSE. Atlas quarto, with 8 plates, ^BZ, half-bound in morocco. 
The HOG. Atlas quarto, with 5 plates, je2. 2s. half-bound in morocco. 



LOW.-ELEMENTS OF PRACTICAL AGRICULTURE; 

Comprehending the Cultivation of Plants, the Husbandry of the Domestic Animals, and the 
Economy of the Farm. By D. Low, Esq. F.R.S.E., Prof, of Agriculture in University of Edin- 
burgh. 5th Edition, with Alterauons and Additions, and an entirely new set of above 200 
Woodcuts. 8vo. 21s. cloth. 

LOW (PROFESSOR).-ON LANDED PROPERTY 

And the ECONOMY of ESTATES ; comprehending the Relation of Landlord and Tenant, 
and the Principles and Forms of Leases ; Farm-Buildings, Enclosures, Drains, Embank- 
menU, and other Rural Works; Minerals; and Woods. By David Low. Esq. F.R.S.E. 
Professor of Agriculture in the University of Edinburgh, &c. ; Author of " iJiements of 
Practical Agriculture," &c. 8vo. with numerous Wood Engravings, 218. cloth. 

MACAULAY -CRITICAL AND HISTORICAL ESSAYS Con- 
tributed to The EDINBURGH REVIEW. By the Right Hon. Thomas Babinqto.ji 
Macaulat. 411i Edition. 8 vols. 6vo. S6s. cloth. 

MACAULAY.-LAYS OF ANCIENT ROME. 

By theRight Hon. Thomas Babinoton Maca ulat. 9th Edition. Crown 8vo. 10s. 6d. cloth. 

MACAULAY.-MR. MACAULAY'S LAYS OF ANCIENT ROME. 

A New Edition. With numerous Dlnstrations, Original and fhmi the Antique, drawn on 
Wood by Geonre Scharf, Jun. and engraved by Samuid Williama., Fcp. 4to. 2is. boards ; 
morocco, 42s. (bound bjf HojfdajfJ 

MACKAY (CHARLES)-THE SCENERY AND POETRY OF 

THE ENGLISH LAKES : a Summer Ramble. By Charlbs Mackat, Esq. LL.D. Author 
of "Legends of the Isles/' *'The Salamandrin^" «<The Thames and its Tributaries," &c. 
8vo. with beautiful Wood Engravings from Original Sketches^ 14s. cloth. 
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MACKINTOSH (SIR JAMES).-SIR JAMES MACKINTOSH'S 

MISCELLANEOUS WORKS; incladingr his Ck>ntribution8 to The Edinburs^h Review. 
Edited by Robbet Jambs Mackintosh, Esq. 8 vols. 8vo. 42b. cloth. 

MACKINTOSH, fec-THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 

By Sir Jambs Mackintosh ; W. Wali»acb, Esq. ; and Robbrt Bbll, Esq. 10 vols. fcp. 
8vo. with Vignette Titles, jffS. cloth. 

MACKINTOSH (SIR J AMES). -THE LIFE OF SIR THOMAS 

MORE. By the Right Hon. Sir Jambs Mackintosh. Reprinted from the Cabinet Cyclo- 
p«edia ; and intended as a Present Book or School Prise. Fcp. 8vo. with Portrait, 5s. cloth ; 
or bound in vellum gUt (old ttjfle), 8s. 

M'CULLOCH.-A DICTIONARY, GEOGRAPHICAL, STATIS- 

TICAL, AND HISTORICAL, of the various Countries, Places, and Principal Natural Objects 
in the WORLD. By J. R. M'Culloch, Esq. - A New Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. with Six large 
Maps, 46*4. cloth. 

*»* The new Articles have been printed separately, as a Supplement to the former Edition. 
They comprise a full Account of the Present State of the United Kingdom, the Oregon Terri- 
tory, &c. 8vo. 5s. sewed. 

M'CULLOCH.-A DICTIONARY, PRACTICAL, THEORETI- 
CAL, AND HISTORICAL, OF COMMERCE AND COMMERCIAL NAVIGATION. lUus- 
trated with Maps and Plans. By J. R.M'Culloch, Esq. An entirely New Edition, corrected 
enlarged, and improved ; with a Supplement. 8vo. 50s. cloth ; or 55s. half- bound russia. 

The SuppLBMBNT to the Editions published in 1844 and 1846, maybe had separately, 
price 48. M. sewed. 

M'CULLOCH (J. R.)-AN ACCOUNT, DESCRIPTIVE AND 

STATISTICAL, of the BRITISH EMPIRE; exhibiting its Extent, Physical Capacities, Popu. 
lation. Industry, and Civil and Religious Institutions. By J. R. M'Culloch, Esq. 3d Edit, 
corrected, enlarged, and greatly improved. 2 thick vols. 8vo. j^. Ss. cloth. 

MCCULLOCH. -THE LITERATURE OF POLITICAL ECO- 

NOMY : being a Classified Catalogue of the principal Works in the different departments of 
Political Economy, with Historical, Critical, and Biographical Notices. By J. R. M'Culloch, 
Esq. 8vo. 148. cloth. 

M'CULLOCH.-A TREATISE ON THE PRINCIPLES AND 

PRACTICAL INFLUENCE of TAXATION and the FUNDING SYSTEM. By J. B. 
M'Culloch, Esq. 8vo. 15s. cloth. 

MAITLAND (DR. CHARLES). - THE CHURCH IN THE 

CATACOMBS : a Description of the Primitive Church of Rome. lUustrated by its Sepulchral 
Remains. By Chari.bs Maitlamd, M.D. New Edition, corrected. 8vo. with numerous 
Wood Engravings, 14s. cloth. 

MARCET.-CONVERSATIONS ON CHEMISTRY; 

In which the Elements of that Science are fkmiliarly Explained and Illustrated by Experiments. 
By Mrs. Marcbt. New Edition, enlarged and improved, a vols. fcp. 8vo. 14s. cloth. 

MARCET.-CONYERSATIONS ON NATURAL PHILOSOPHY; 

In which the Elements of that Science are fkmiliarly explained. By Mrs. Mabcbt. New 
Edition, enlarged and corrected. Fcp. 8vo. with 23 Plates, lOs. 6d. cloth. 

MARCET.-CONVERSATIONS ON POLITICAL ECONOMY; 

In which the Elements of that Science are familiarly explained. By Mrs. Mabobt. New 
Edition revised and enlarged. Fcp. 8vo. 7s. 6d. cloth. 

ICET.-CONYERSATIONS ON VEGETABLE PHYSIO- 

)OUND BY 1)GY; comprehending the Elements of Botany, with their application to Agriculture. 
ESTLEYSl k Mrs. Ma bcbt. New Edition. Fcp. 8vo. with 4 Plates, 9s. cloth. 

L^H*^^CET.-CONVERSATIONS ON LAND AND WATER. 

am/ Mrs. Mabcbt. New Editiou, revised and corrected. Fcp. 8vo. with coloured Map, 
shewing the comparative altitude of Mountains, 5s. 6d. cloth. 

MARGARET PERCIYAL. 

By the Author of " Amy Herbert," «* Gertrude," and " Laneton Parsonage." Edited by the 
Rev. W. Sbwbll, B.D. Fellow and Tutor of Exeter College, Oxford, New Edition, a vols, 
fcp. 8vo. 12s. cloth. 
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MARRYAT.-BORNEO AND THE INDIAN ARCHIPELAGO. 

By Pranois S. Marrtat, Iftte Midshimnui of H.M.& SuDmranr. KichW ilhittnted with 
namerooB Uthognif hie Dnwipct u>d Engnvingt on Wood, from Original SketcheB by Mr. 
Marrtat. [/» thepreu. 



Or, the Wreck of the Pacific. Written for Yonnr People. By Captain F. Marrtat, C.B. 
- ' " • fcp. 8vo. with Wood KnfraTingi, 22t. 6d. clotb. 



MARRYAT (CAPT.)-MASTERMAN READY; 

Or, the Wreck of the Pacific. Writte " "" ~ " ~ ' 

Author of *< Peter Simple," fcc. 8 toU. 

MARRYAT.-THE MISSION ; 

Or, Scenes in Africa. Written for Yonnr People. By Captain F. Marrtat, C.B. Antbar of 
" The Settlers in Canada," &c. 3 vols. fcp. 8vo. 13s. cloth. 

MARRYAT.-THE PRIVATEER'S-MAN ONE HUNDRED 

YEARS AGO. By Captain F. Marrtat, C.B. Author of " Mastcrman Ready," &c. a toIb. 
fcp. 8vo. 12s. cloth. 

MARRYAT.-THE SETTLERS IN CANADA. 

Written for Young People. By Captain F. Marrtat, C.B. Author of "The Privateers-man 
One Hundred Years Ago," ftc. New Edition. Fcp. 8to. with 2 IllustrationB, 7s. 6d. dotli. 

MAUNDER -THE TREASURY OF KNOWLEDGE, 

And LIBRARY of REFERENCE; in Two Parts. New Edition, thoroughly revised nnd 
enlarged. Fcp. 8vo. 10s. cloth ; bound in roan, 12s. 



an Analysis of History and Chronology ; a Dictionary of Law Terms ; a new Synopsis of tae 
British Peerage ; and various useful Tabular Addendm. 

MAUNDER.-THE SCIENTIFIC & LITERARY TREASURY; 

A new and popular Encyclopedia of Science and the Belles-Lettres ; including aU Branches of 
Science, and every Subject connected with Literature and Art. The whole written in a ft.miliar 
style, adapted to the comprehension of all persons desirous of acquiring information on the 
subjects comprised in the work, and also adapted for a Manual ci convenient Reference to the 
more instructed. By Samuel Maukdbr. New Edition. Fcp. 8vo. 10s. cloth; bound in 
roan, 12s. 

MAUNDER.-THE BIOGRAPHICAL TREASURY: 

Consisting of Memoirs, Sketches, and brief Notices of above 12,000 Eminent venom of all Ag( 



and Nations, Arom the Earliest Period of HisUnry; forming a new and complete Dictionary 
of Universal Biof^phy. By Samuel Maunder. New Edition, revised throughout, and 

containing a c ° "" * ' *''■ ■* *- ** ^'- "*" "— — "^- *-"" 

bound in roan, 



containing a copious Supplement, brought down to December, 1844. Fcp. 8vo. 10s. cloth ; 



MAUNDER.-THE TREASURY OF HISTORY; 

Comprising a General Introductory Outline of Universal History, Ancient and Modem, and a 
Series of separate Histories of every principal Nation that exists; their Rise, Progress, and 
Present Condition, the Moral and social Character of their respective inhabitants, their 
Religion, Manners, and Customs, &c. By Samuel IOaunoer. New Edition. Fcp. 8vo. lOs. 
cloth; bound in roan« ISs. 

MAUNDER.-THE TREASURY OF NATURAL HISTORY; 

Or, a Popular Dictionary of Animated Nature : in which the Zoological Characteriatics that 
distingmsh the different Classes, Genera, and ^cies will be found, combined with a variety 
of interesting Information illustrative of the Habits, Instincts, and General Economv of the 
Animal Kingdom. By Samuel Maunder. Fcp. 8vo. uniform with Mr. Maunders other 
Four Treasuries, and embellished with Eight Hundred accurate Engravings on Wood, de- 
signed expressly for this work. {In the Autumn, 

*»* Mr. Maunder has also in a state of considerable forwardness « The Treasury of Geo- 
graphy," the particulars of which will be shortly announced. 

MEMOIRS OF THE GEOLOGICAL SURVEY OF GREAT 

BRITAIN, and' of the Museum of Economic Geology in London. Published by order of the 
Lords Commissioners of Her Mi^esty's Treasury. Royal 8vo. with Woodcuts and 9 large 
Plates (seven coloured), 21s. cloth.' 

MICHELET (J.)-PRIESTS, WOMEN. AND FAMILIES. 

By J. Michblbt. Translated firom the French (Third Edition, which contains Michelet's 
Preface, in reply to the attacks of the Jesuits), with the Author's RKtrobation, by C. Cocks, 
B.L. New Editions. Post 8vo. 9s. cloth ; l6mo. Is. 4d. sewed. 
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MICHELET (J.)-THE PEOPLE. 

- By M. MicHBLBT, Member of the Inatitute of France, ftc. Translated, with the approbation 
of the Author, by C. Ck»CK8, B.L. New Edition. Post 8vo. 98. cloth; l6mo. la. 6a. sewed. 
«»* Mr. Cocks's authorised translations of Michelet's " Priests, Women, and Families," and 
** The People," in one vol. 16mo. 3s. 6d. cloth. 

MICHELET AND QUINET.-THE JESUITS, BT MM. 

MICHELET and QUINET. Translated f^om the Seventh Edition, with the approbation of 
the Anthors, by C. Cocks, B.L., Author of *< Bordeaux, its Wines, and the Claret Country." 
New Edition. 16mo. Is. Gd. sewed. 

*«* Mr. Cocks's Authorised Translations of MM. Michelet and Quinet's *< The Jesuits," and 
M. Quinet's *' Christianity," in one vol. 16mo. 4s. cloth. 

MILES (WILLLIM).-THE HORSE'S FOOT, AND HOW TO 

KEEP rr ^UND. By William Milbs, Esq. New Edition, with an Appendix on Shoeini? 
in i^reneral, and Hunters in particular. Imperial 8vo. with Ilfustrations, 98. doth.— The Ap- 
pendix separately, price 2s. od. 

*»* Four Casts or Models of Shoes may be had, displaying the different kinds of Shoemg, 
price 3s. each ; or lOs. 6d. the Set. 

No. 1, Shod for General Purposes. I No. S, Shod with Leather. 
„ 3, Shod for Hunting. } „ 4, Foot prepared for Shoeing. 

MILNER (REW. J. & I.)-THE HISTORY OF THE CHURCH 

of CHRIST. By the Rev. Josbph Milmbb, A.M. With Additions and Corrections by the 
late Rev. Isaac Milner, D.D. F.R.S. A New Edition, revised and corrected throughout, 
by the Rev. T. Gb\ntham, B.D. Rector of Bramber, and Chaplain to the Lord Bishop of 
IQldare. 4 vols. 8vo. ^. I2s. cloth. 

A Continuation of the above. 
THE HISTORY of the CHURCH of CHRIST, from the Diet of Augsburg, 1530, to the 
Eighteenth Century; originally designed as a Continuation of Milner's *< History of the 
Church of Christ." By the Rev. Hbnry Stbbbino* D,D. 8 vols. 8vo. 368. cloth. 

MIRACLES OF OUR SAVIOUR. 

Prof^isely Illuminated on every page with elaborate Borderings of original and appropriate 
design, composed from the works of the Old Illuminators. Square fcp. 8vo. uniform in size 
with "The Sermon on the Mount," and *' Parables of Our Lord;" in a binding of novel 
character, designed and modelled expressly for this work. [In the Autumn. 

MOHAN LAL.-LIFE OF THE AMIR DOST MOHAMMED 

KHAN, of CABUL : with his Political Proceedings towards the English, Russian, and 
Persian Governments, including the Victoiy and Disasters of the British Army in A/jphanistan. 
By MoHAL Lal, Esq. Knight of ths Persian Order of the Lion and Sun; lately attached to 
the Mission in Kabul. S vols. 8vo. with numerous Portraits, 308. doth. 

MONTAUBAN.-A YEAR AND A DAY IN THE EAST; 

Or, Wanderings over Land and Sea. By Mrs. Eliot Montauban. Post 6vo. 78. doUi. 

MONTGOMERY'S (JAMES) POETICAL WORKS. 

New and only Complete Edition. With some additional Poems, and Autobiographical 
Prefaces. Couected and Edited by Mr. Montgombrt. 4 vols. fcp. 8vo. with Poitrait, and 
Seven other Plates, 20s. doth ; or bound in morocco, 368. 

MOORE'S POETICAL WORKS; 

Containing the Author's recent Introduction and Notes. Complete in one volume, uniform 
with Loni Byron's and Southev's Poems. 8vo. with a New Portrait, by George Ridimond, 
and a View of the Residence of the Poet, 21s. cloth ; or 428. bound in morocco, oy Hayday. 

*»* Also, an Edition in 10 vols. fcp. 8vo. with Portrait, and 19 Plates, ^S2. lOs. doth; 
bound in morocco, ^4. lOs. 

MOORE'S LALLA ROOKH : AN ORIENTAL ROMANCE. 

New Edition. 8vo. illustrated with IS Engravings finished in the highest style of the 
Art, 218. cloth ; morocco, 368 ; or, with India Proof Plates, 428. cloth. 

MOORE'S LALLA ROOKH : AN ORIENTAL ROMANCE. 

New Edition. Fcp. 8vo. with Four Engravings, from Paintings by Westall, 10s. 6d. doth ; 
or, bound in morocco, 14s. 

MOORE'S IRISH MELODIES. 

Illustrated by D. M aclisb, R.A. Imp. 8vo. with 161 Designs enj^ved on Steel, ^ez. Ss. bds. ; 
or ^4. 148. 6d. bound in morocco, by Hayday. Proof Impressions (only 200 copies printed, 
of which a few remain), i^tS. 6s boards. 

\* India Proofs before Letters of the 161 Designs, on Quarter Colombier, in Portfolio (only 
95 copies printed, of which a few remain), ^ezi, lOs. 

India Prooft before Letters of the 51 Large Designs, on Quarter Colombier, in Portfolio 
(only 25 copies printed, of which a fbw remain), 4^18. 18s. 
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MOORE'S IRISH MELODIES. 

New Edition. Fcp. 8vo. with Engrvrtd Title and Vignette, lOi. cloth ; 
morocco, ISe. 6d. 



or, boimd in 



MOORE.-THE HISTORY OF IRELAND, 

From the Earliest Kinn of that Realm down to ita Last Chief. By Thomas Moobb. Esq. 
4 vols. fcp. 8V0., with Vignette Titles, 94s. cloth. 

MOORE.-THE POWER OF THE SOUL OVER THE BODY, 

Considered in relation to Health and Morsls. By Qsorgb Moobb, M.D. Member of the 
Royal College of Physicians, London, ftc. New Edition. Post 8yo. 7s. 6d. doth. 

MOORE.-THE USE OF THE BODY IN RELATION TO THE 

MIND. By Gbobob Moobb, M.D. Member of the Royal College of Physicians, London, 
<cc. New Edition. Post 8to. 9s. cloth. 

MORAL OF FLOWERS (THE). 

Sd Edition. Royal 8vo. with 94 beaatiftilly-coloared Bngrayings, jff] . lOs. half-boond* 

MOSELEY.-THE MECHANICAL PRINCIPLES OE ENGI- 

NEBRINO AND ARCHITBCTURE. By the Rev. H. Mosblbt, M.A. F.R.S.. Professor of 
1 Astronomy in Eing*s College, London ; and Author of '^Dlostrationa 



Natural Philosophy and J 
of Practical Mechanics,'* &c. 



6vo. with Woodcuts and Diagrams, 34b. cloth. 



MOSELEY.-ILLUSTRATIONS OF PRACTICAL MECHANICS. 

By the Rev. H. Mosblbt, M.A., Professor of Natural Philosophy and Astronomy in Kingr'a 
College, London; beinff the First Volume of the illustrations of Science by the Prof^aaors of 
King^s<>ollege. New Edition. Fcp. 8vo. with numerous Woodcuts, 8a. cloth. 

MOSHEIM'S ECCLESIASTICAL HISTORY, 

AncieAt and Modem. Translated, with copious Notes, br Jambs Murdock, D.D. Edited, 

" \. Rector of Stapleford-Tawney, Essex. New Edition, 
4 vols. 8vo. 48s. cloth. 



with Additions, by Hbnry Soambs, M.A. . 
revised, and continued to the present time. 



MURRAY.-ENCYCLOPJIDIA OF GEOGRAPHY; 



Comprisinga complete Description of the Earth ; exhibiting ita Relation to the Heavenly 
Bodies, its Physical Structure, the Natural History of each Country, and the Industry, Com- 
merce. Political Institutions, and Civil and Social State of all Nations. By Hugh Murray, 



F.R.S.'E. : assisted byother Writers of eminence, 
wards of 1,000 other woodcuts, j^, cloth. 



of each Country, and the Industry, Com- 
itate of all Nations. By Hugh Murray, 
New Edition. 8vo. with 82 Miqps, and up- 



MY YOUTHFUL COMPANIONS. 

By the Author of « My School-boy Days.*' 18mo. with Frontispiece, 3b. 6d. cloth. 

NECKER DE SAUSSURE.-PROGRESSIVE EDUCATION ; 

Or, Considerations on the Course of life. Translated and abridged ftom the French of 
Madame Nbckbr Db Saussurb, by Miss Holland. 8 vols. fcp. 8vo. 19s. 6d. cloth. 

%« Separately, Vola. I. and IL 128. ; Vol. III. 7s. 6d. 

NEWELL (REV, R. H.)-THE ZOOLOGY OF THE ENGLISH 

POETS, corrected by the Writings of Modem Naturalists. By the Rev. R. H. Nbwbll, 
Rector of Little Hormead. Fcp. 8vo. with Engravings on Wood, 6s. 6d. cloth. 

NICOLAS.-THE CHRONOLOGY OF HISTORY. 

Containing Tables, Calculations, and Statements indispensable for ascertaining the Datea of 
Historical EvenU, and of Public and Private Documents, fh>m the Earliest Period to the 
Present Time. By Sir Harris Nicolas, K.C.M.O. Second Edition. Fcp. 8vo. 6s. cloth. 

OWEN. -LECTURES ON THE COMPARATIYE ANATOMY 

and PHYSIOLOGY of the INVERTEBRATE ANIMALS, delivered at the Royal College 
of Surgeons in 1848. By Richard Owbn, F.R.S. Hunterian Professor to the College. From 
Notes taken by William White Cooper, M.R.C.S. and revised by Professor Owen. With 
Glossary and Index. 8vo. with nearly 140 IHustrations on Wood* 14s. cloth. 

OWEN.-LECTURES ON THE COMPARATlYE ANATOMY 

and PHYSIOLOGY of the VERTEBRATE ANIMALS, delivered at the Royal CoUore of 
Suni^eonB in 1844 and 1846. By Richard Owbn, F.R.S. Hunterian Professor to the Cofl^ge. 
In 2 vols. Vol. 1. 8vo. with numerous Woodcuts, 14b. cloth. 
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PARABLES OF OUR LORD (ILLUMINATED). 

PARABLES of OUR LORD, richly inominated, with appropriate Borden, printed in 
Coloars and in Black and Gold ; with a Design from one of the early German Bng^vers. 
Square fcp. 8vo. anilbrm in tise with the " Sermon on the Monnt/' 218. in a massive carved 
binding in the style of the beginning of the Sixteenth Century ; or 80s. bound in morocco 
in the Sfissal style, by Hayday. 

PARKES.-DOMESTIC DUTIES; 

Or, Instructions to Young Married Ladies on the Management of their Households, and the 
Regulation of their Conduct in the various Relations and Duties of Married Utt, By Mrs. 
W. Parkss. ftth Edition. Fcp. 8vo. 9s. cloth. 

PARNELL.-A TREATISE ON ROADS, 

Wherein the Principles on which Roads should be made are explained and illustrated by the 
Plans, SpecMcations, and Contracts, made use of by Thomas Telford, Esq. on the Holyoead 
Road. By the Right Hon. Sib Ubmry Pabnbll, Bart, ad Edition, greatly enlarged. 8vo. 
with 9 large Plates, 21s. doth. 

PATON (A. A.)-SERVIA, THE YOUNGEST MEMBER OF THE 

EUROPEAN FAMILY ; or, a Residence in Belgrade, and Travels through the Highlands and 
"Woodlands of the Interior, during the years 1843 and 1844. By Andbbw Abchibau) Paton, 
Esq. Post 8vo. with Portrait and Plate, 12s. cloth. 

PATON a. A.)-THE MODERN SYRIANS ; 

Or, Native Society in Damascus, Aleppo, and the Mountains of the Druses. Post 8vo. 
lOs. 6d. cloth. 

PEARSON-PRAYERS FOR FAMILIES: 

Consisting of a short but comprehensive Form for the Momiiur and Evening of every Day in 
the Week. Collected by the late Edward Pbabson, D.D. with a Biographical Alemoir of 
the Author. New Edition. 18mo. 2s. 6d. doth. 



PEARSON.-AN INTRODUCTION TO PRACTICAL ASTRO- 

NOMY. By the Rev. W. Pbarson, LL.D. F.R.S., ftc.. Rector of South Killworth, 
Leicestershire, and Treasurer to the Astronomical Society of London. 2 vols. 4to. with 
Plates, jff7. 7s. boards. 

PEREIRA.-A TREATISE ON FOOD AND DIET: 

With Observations on the Dietetical Regimen suited for Disordered States of the Digestive 
Organs : and an Account of the Dietaries of some of the principal Metropolitan ana other 
Esablishments for PBupers, Lunatics, Criminals, Children, the Sick, &c. By Jon . Pbrbira. 
M.D. F.R.S. & L.S. Au&or of << Elements of Materia Medica." 8vo. l«s. doth. 

PERICLES. 

A Tale of Athens in the 8Sd Olympiad. By the Author of *'A Brief Sketch of Greek 
Philosophy." 2 vols, post 6vo. 18s. doth. 

PESCHEL (C. F.)-ELEMENTS OF PHYSICS. 

By C. F. Pbschbl, Prindpal of the Royal Military College, Dresden. Translated fipom the 
German, with Notes, by B. Wbst. 8 vols. fcp. 8vo. with Diagrams and Woodcuts, 21s. cloth. 

IPftrt 1. The Physics of Ponderable Bodies. Fcp. 8vo. 7i. 6d. doth. 
PBrt 2. Imponderable Bodies (Light, HeRt, Magnetism, Electricity, and Electro- 
Dynamics). 2 vols. fcp. 8vo. ISs. (kC cloth. 

PHILLIPS-FIGURES AND DESCRIPTIONS OF THE 

PALAEOZOIC FOSSILS of CORNWALL, DEVON, and WEST SOMERSET; observed in 
the course of the Ordnance Geological Survey of that District. By John Phillips, F.R.S. 
F.O.S. &c. Published by Order of the Lords Commissioners of H.M. Treasury. 8vo. with 
80 Platesi comprising very numerous figures, 9s. cloth. 

PHILLIPS.-A GUIDE TO GEOLOGY. 

By John Ph iLLirs, F.R.S.G.S., &c. Fcp. 8vo. with Plates, Os. cloth. 

PHILLIPS -A TREATISE ON GEOLOGY. 

By John Phillips, F.R.&.G.S., iKc. S vols. fcp. 8vo. with Vignette Titles and WoodcuU* 
12s. doth. 
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PITMAN (REV. J. R.)-A COURSE OF SERMONS 

On MMne of the chief Sabjecti in the Book of Psalnii ; oontainiiv Three or more for eacli Day 
of the Month : abridged from Eminent INvines of the Eitablished Chorch. By the Rev. J. R. 
PiTMAN» A.M. Domeitic Chaplain to Her Royal HiffhneM the DucheM of KenL 8vo. 14a. cL 

PLUNKETT -THE PAST AND FUTURE OF THE BRITISH 

NAVY. By Captain the Hon. B. Plum kbtt, R.N. Second Edition, corrected and enlarged ; 
with Notes, ana new Information commmiicated by le^eral Oii&oen of Distinction. Post Svo. 
8s. 6d. cloth. 



PLTMLEY (PETER) -LETTERS ON THE SUBJECT OF THE 

CATHOUCS TO MY BROTHER ABRAHAM, WHO UVBS IN THE COUNTRY. By 
PnTKR Plymlbt. 21st Edition. Post 8vo. 78. doth. 

POETS' PLEASAUNCE (THE) ; 

Or, Garden of all Sorts of Pleasant Flowers, which our Pleasant Poets hav^in past time for 
Psstime planted : with the right ordering of them. By Edbn Wabwiok. Square crown 
8vo. with numerous Illustrations engraved on Wood. f/n October. 

POISSON (S. D.)-A TREATISE ON MECHANICS. 

By S. D. PoissoN. Sd Edition. Translated Arom the French, and illustrated with ExpUmatory 
Notes, by the Bey. Hkkbt H. Habtb, late Fellow of Trinity College, Dublin. 2 toIs. 8vo. 
rfl. 8s. doth. 

POPE (ALEXANDER) -THE WORKS OF ALEXANDER POPE. 

Edited by Thomas Roscob, Esq. With the Author's Life. A New Edition. 8 vols. 8vo. 
4^4. 4S. cloth. 

PORTER. -A TREATISE ON THE MANUFACTURE OF SILK. 

By G. R. PoRTBR, Esq. F.R.S. Author of <* The Progress of the Nation," &c. Fcp. 8to4 with 
Vignette TiUe, and 89 Engravings on Wood, 6s. cloth. 

PORTER-A TREATISE ON THE MANUFACTURES OE 

PORCELAIN AND GLASS. By G. R. Portbb, Esq. F.R.S. Fcp. 8vo. with Vignette Title 
and 50 Woodcuts, «s. doth. 

PORTLOCK.-REPORT ON THE GEOLOGY OF THE COUNTY 

of LONDONDERRY, and of Parts of Tyrone and Fermanagh, examined and described under 



the 
ftc. 



Authority of the Master-General and Board of Ordnance. By J. E. Portlock, F.R.S. 
8vo. with 48 Plates, a4s. cloth. 

POWELL.-THE HISTORY OF NATURAL PHILOSOPHY, 

From the Earliest Periods to the Present Time. By Baden Powbll. M.A., Savilian Professor 
of Mathematics in the University of Oxford. Fcp. 8vo. Vignette Title, 6s. cloth. 

PYCROFT (REV. J.)-A COURSE OF ENGLISH READING, 

adapted to every Taste and Capacity : with Anecdotes of Men of Letters. By the Rev. 
Jambs PycRorr, B.A. Editor of "Virgil, with Marginal References" r Author of <* Latin 
Grammar Practice," and ** Greek Grammar Practice." Fcp. 8vo, 6s. 6d. cloth. 

QUARTERLY JOURNAL OF THE GEOLOGICAL SOCIETY 

Of LONDON. Edited by David Thomas Anstbd, M.A.F.R.S. Fellow of Jesus College, 
Cambridge; Professor of Geology in King's College, London ; Vice-Secretary of the Geolo- 
gical Society. 8vo. 4s. each number, sewed. 

QUINET. -CHRISTIANITY IN ITS VARIOUS ASPECTS, 

From the Birth of Christ to the French Revolution. By E. Quinet, of the College of France. 
Translated, with the Author's approbation, by C. Cocks, B.L. l6mo. 3s. sewed. 

RANKE'S HISTORY OF THE REFORMATION. 

Translated by Sarah Austin, Translator of Ranke's " History of the Popes." Vols. I. and IL 
8V0. 30s., Vol. III. 18s., cloth. 

READER (THOMAS).-TIME TABLES 

On a New and Simplified Flanj to fadlitate the Operation of Discounting Bills, and the 
Calculation of Interest on Bankmg and Current Accounts, &c. : shewing, without calcu- 
lation, the Number of Days firom every Day in the Year to any other Day, for any period 
not exceeding 865 Days. By Thomas Rbadbb. Post 8vo. 14s. doth ; or I7s. calf lettered. 

REGISTRAR-GENERAL -THE SEVENTH ANNUAL REPORT 

of the REGISTRAR-GENERAL of BIRTHS, DEATHS, and MARRIAGES, in ENGLAND, 

1846. 8V0. 68. cloth.— Also, 

First Report (1839), 8vo. Ss. I Third Report (1841), 8vo. 4s. | Fifth Report (1843), 8vo. 5s. 
Second Report (1840), 8vo. 4s. | Fourth Report (1842), 8vo. 4s. | Sixth Report (1844), 8vo. 6«. 
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REECE -THE MEDICAL GUIDE, 

For the use of the Clergy, Heads of Families, Seminaries, and Junior Practitioners in Medi- 
cine ; comprising a complete Modem Dispensatory, and a Practical Treatise on the Distin- 
guishing Symptoms, Causes, Prevention, Cure and Palliation, of the Diseases incident to the 
Human Frame. By R. Reece, M.D. 16th Edition. 8vo. las. boards. 

REID (DR.) -ILLUSTRATIONS OE THE PRINCIPLES AND 

PRACTICE of WARMING and VENTILATING, ^ith Preliminary Remarks on Health and 
Length of Life. By D. B. Reid, M.D. F.R.S.E. 8vo. with Diagranjs and Woodcuts, 16s. cloth. 

REPTON -THE LANDSCAPE GARDENING & LANDSCAPE 

ARCHITECTURE of the late Humphry Repton, Esq.*; being his entire works on these 
subjects. New Edition, with an historical and scientific Introduction, a systematic Analysis, 
a Biographioai Notice, Notes, and a copious alphabetical Index. By J. C. Loudon, F.L.S. &c. 
8vo. with 250 Engravings, and Portrait, 308. cloth; with coloured plates, j&3. 6s. cloth. 

REYNARD THE FOX : 

A renowned Apologue of the Middle Age. Reproduced in Rhyme. Embellished throughout 
with Scroll Capitals, in Colours, from Wood-block Letters macle expressly for this work, after 
Designs of the 12th and I3th Centuries. With an Introduction, by Samuel Naylor, late 
of Queen's College, Oxford. Large square Svo. 18s. cloth. 

RICH.~AN ILLUSTRATED COMPANION TO THE LATIN 

DICTIONARY ; being a Dictionary of all the Words respecting Visible Objects connected 
with the Arts, Science, and Every-day Life of the Ancients. Illustrated by nearly 2,000 
Woodcuts from the Antique. By Anthony Rich, Jnn. B.A. late of Caius College, Cambridge ; 
and one of the Contributors to Dr. Smith's " Dictionary of Greek and Roman Antiquities." 
Post 8vo. lln the press. 

RIDDLE. -A COMPLETE ENGLISH-LATIN AND LATIN- 

ENGLISH DICTIONARY, compiled from the best sources, chiefly German. By the Rev. 
J. E. Riddle, M.A. New Edition. Svo. 31 s.6d. cloth. 

Seoaratelv i ^^® English-Latin Dictionary, lOs. 6d. cloth. 
^ ^ € The Latin-English Dictionary, 21s. cloth. 

RIDDLE. -A DIAMOND LATIN-ENGLISH DICTIONARY. 

For the Waistcoat-pocket. A Guide to the Meaning, Quality, and right Accentuation of Latin 
Classical Words. By the Rev. J. E. Riddle, M.A. New Edition. Royal 32mo. 4s. bound. 

RIDDLE. -ECCLESIASTICAL CHRONOLOGY ; 

Or, Annals of the Christian Church, from its Foundation to the present Time. Containing a 
View of General Church History, and the Course of Secular Events ; the Limits of the 
Church and its Relations to the State; Controversies; Sects and Parties; Rites, 
Institutions, and Discipline: Ecclesiastical Writers, &c. By the Rev. J. E. Riddle, M.A., 
Author of " A Complete Latm Dictionary." Svo. 15s. cloth. 

RIDDLE.-LETTERS FROM AN ABSENT GODFATHER; 

Or, a Compendium of Religious Instruction for Y'oung Persons. By the Rev. J. E. Riddle, 
M.A. ; Author of "A Complete Latin Dictionary." Fcp. Svo. 6s. cloth. 

RITCHIE (ROBERT.) -RAILWAYS: THEIR RISE AND 

PROGRESS, and CONSTRUCTION. With Remarks on Railway Accidents, and Proposals 
for their Prevention. B3r Robert Ritchie, Esq. F.R.S. S.A. Civil Engineer, Associate of 
the Institute of Civil Engineers. Fcp. Svo. with Woodcuts and Diagrams, 9s. cloth. 

RIVERS.-THE ROSE AMATEUR'S GUIDE; 

Containing ample Descriptions of all the fine leading varieties of Roses, regularly classed in 
their respective Families ; their History and mode of Culture. By T. Rivers, Jun. 4th Edition, 
corrected and improved. Fcp. 8vo. 6s. cloth. 

*.* In thia edition onW the most select Tarieties are described, both old and new; ibme vf inferlOT interest hare 
been omitted ; and several pages of new matter faare been added. 

ROBERTS.-A COMPREHENSIVE VIEW OF THE CULTURE 

of the VINE under GLASS. By Ja m bs Roberts, Gardener to Matthew Wilson, Esq. Eshton 
Hall, Skipton, Yorkshire. 12mo. 5s. 6d. cloth. 

ROBINSON (JAMES). -THE WHOLE ART OF CURING, 

PICKLING, AND SMOKING MEAT AND FISH, both in the British and Foreign Modes. 
With many useful Miscellaneous Receipts, and fall Directions for the Construction of an 
economical Drying Chimney and Apparatus, on an entirely New Plan. By Jambs Robimson, 
Eighteen Years a Practical Curer. Fcp. Svo. 4s. 6d. cloth. 
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ROGERS-TEE VEGETABLE CULTIVATOR; 

Containing • plain and aocnrate Description of all the different Species of Colinaiy Vegetables, 
with the most approved Method of Cnltivatinflr them by Natural and Artificial Means, and 
the best Modes of CkMking them. Together wito a Description of the Physical Herbs in general 
Use. By J. Roobbs, Author of " The Fruit Cultivator." 9d Edition. Fcp. Svo. 7s. cloth. 

ROGET (P. M.)-THE ECONOMIC CHESS-BOARD ; 

Being a Chess-Board, provided with a complete set of Chess-Men, for playing Games in 
Carriages, or Out of Doors, and for folding up, and carrying in the pocket, without disturbing 
the Game. Invented by P. M. Rogbt, M.D. and Registered according to Act of Pftriiament. 
New Edition. In a neat foolscap 8vo. case, price 3s. 6d. 

ROME.-THE HISTORY OF ROME. 

(In the Cabinet Cyclopedia.) S vols- fcp. Svo. with Vignette Titles, 12s. cloth. 

ROSCOE.-LIVES OF EMINENT BRITISH LAWYERS. 

By Hbney Roscob, Esq. Fcp. Svo. with Vignette Title, 6s. cloth. 

ROWTON (F.)-THE DEBATER ; 

Being a Series of complete Debates, Outlines of Debates, and Questions for Discussion ; with 
ample References to the best Sources ot Information on each particular Topic. By Fkedbric 
RowTON, Lecturer on General Literature. Fcp. Svo. 6s. cloth. 

SANDFORD (REV. JOHN).-PAROCHIALIA, 

Or, Church, School, and Parish. By John Sandford, B.D. Vicar of Dunchurch, Chaplain 
to the Lord Bishop of Worcester, and Rural Dean. Svo. with Woodcuts, 16s. cloth. 

SANDFORD.-WOMAN IN HER SOCIAL AND DOMESTIC 

CHARACTER. By Bin. John Sandford. 6th Edition. Fcp. Svo. 6s. cloth. 

SANDFORD.-FEMALE IMPROVEMENT. 

By Mrs. John Sandford. 2d Edition. Fcp. Svo. 7s. 6d. cloth. 

SCHLEIDEN (PROFESSOR). -PRINCIPLES OF SCIENTIFIC 

BOTANY. By M. J. Schlbiden, Professor of Botany at Jena. Translated by E. Lankbs- 
tbb, M.D. F.L.S. SVO. with numerous Wood Engravings. [/it thepreMM, 

SCHOPENHAUER.-YOUTHFUL LIFE AND PICTURES OF 

' TRAVEL : being the Autobiography of Madame Schopenhauer. Translated from the 
German. 2 vols. fcp. Svo. las. boards. 

SCOTT.— THE HISTORY OF SCOTLAND. 

By Sir Wa]:.ter Scott, Bart. New edition. 2 vols. fcp. Svo. with Vignette Titles, 12s. cloth. 

SEAWARD.- SIR EDWARD SEAWARD'S NARRATIVE OF 

HIS SHIPWRECK, and consequent Discovery of certain Islands in the Caribbean Sea: with 
a detail of many extraordinary and highly interesting Events in his Life, ftom 1733 to 1749, as 
written in his own Diary. Edited by Miss Jane Porter. 3d Edition, with a New Nautical 
and Geographical Introduction. 2 vols, post Svo. 21s. cloth. 

SERMON ON THE MOUNT (THE). 

Intended for a Birth-day Present, or Gift Book for all Seasons. Printed in Gold and Colours, 
in the Missal style, with Ornamental Borders by Owbn Jones, Architect, and an illuminated 
Frontispiece by W. Boxall. Esq. A New Edition. Fcp. 4to. in a rich brocaded silk cover, 
21s. ; or bound in morocco, by Hayday, 25s. 

SELECT WORKS OF THE BRITISH POETS, 

From Ben Jonson to Seattle. With Biographical and Critical Prefaces, by Dr. Aikin. 
A New Edition, with Supplement, by Luct Aikin ; consisting of additional Selections from 
more recent Poets. Svo. 18s. cloth. 

SELECT WORKS OF THE BRITISH POETS, 

From Chaucer to Withers. With Biographical Sketches, by R. Southbt, LL.D. Svo. 30s. 
cloth ; with gilt edges, 31s. 6d. 

* •* The peculiar feature of these two irorka ia, that the Poems are printed entire, without mutilation or abridg- 
ment—* feature not poeaeeaed hj any afanilar work, and adding obviottaly to their interest and utility. 

SHAKSPEARE, BY BOWDLER. 

THE FAMILY SHAKSPEARE; in which nothing is iM^deei to the OriginalText: but those 
words and expressions are omitted which cannotwith propriety be readalood. By T. Bowdlbr, 
Esq. F.R.S. 9th Edition. Svo. with 36 Eng^vingson Wood, ii-om designs by Smirke, Howard, 
and other Artists, 21s. cloth; or, in 8 vols. Svo. without Illustrations, ^6*4. 14s. 6d. boards. 
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SHELDON (F.)-THE MINSTRELSY OF THE ENGLISH 

BORDER: being: a Collection of Ballads, Ancient, Remodelled, and Ori^nal, founded on 
well-known Border-Leg^ends : with illustrative Notes. By Frederick Sheldon. Square 
post 8yo. 15s. cloth; morocco, 30s. (bound by Hayday,) 

SHELLEY, &C.-LIVES OF THE MOST EMINENT LITERARY 

MEN OF ITALY, SPAIN, and PORTUGAL. By Mrs. Shelley, Sir D. BREWsrsR, 
J. MoNTOOSCBiiY, &c. 3 vols. fcp. 8vo. with Vigrnette Titles, 18s. cloth. 

SHELLEY-LIVES OF MOST EMINENT FRENCH WRITERS. 

By Mrs. Shelley, and others. 2 vols. fcp. 8vo. with Vignette Titles, 12s. cloth. 

SHEPHERD (THE REV. W.)-HOR^ APOSTOLIOJI 

Or, a Dig^ested Narrative of the Acts and Writings of the Apostles of Jesus Christ. Arranged 
according to Townsend. By the Rev. William Shepherd, B.D. Fcp. 8vo. 5s. 6d. cloth. 

SHORT WHIST: 

Its Rise, Progress, and Laws ; with Observations to make anyone a Whist Player ; containing 
also the Laws of Piquet, Cassino, Ecartd, Cribbage, Backgammon. Bv Miyor a * * * * *. 
9th Edition. To which are added. Precepts for Tyros. By Mrs. B * * * *. ' Fcp. 8vo. 3s cloth. 

SHUNAMMITE.-THE GOOD SHUNAMMITE. 

From the Scriptures— 2 Kings, chap. IV. vv. 8 to 37. With Six Original Designs, and an 
Ofnamental Border to each page, in the Missal style* printed in Colours and Gold. Super- 
intended and printed by L. Grunek. Square fcp. Svo. uniform in size with " The Sermon 
on tlie Mount," " Parables of Our Lord," and *' Miracles of Our Saviour." [In the Autumn, 

SIBLEY AND RUTHERFORD.-EARTHWORK TABLES, 

For Railways and other Public Works. By Charles K. Sibley, Civil Engineer; and 
William Rutherford, of the R.M. Academy, Woolwich. 4to. 12s. 6d. in limp' cloth; or 
168. bound in flexible leather. 

*»* These Tables are calculated for various slopes, and to central widths, for every foot, 
from 23 feet to 43 feet. Their object is to furnish at a glance results which require considerable 
calcnlations with tables at present in nse. They are computed to show the total content for 
one chain in length, with heights at each end from to 60 leet, at intervals of half a foot. No 
multiplication is necessary. 

SINCLAIR.-THE JOURNEY OF LIFE. 

By Catherine Sinclair, Author of ** Modern Accomplishments," *' Modern Society,*' 
" Jane Bonverie," &c. Fcp. Svo. 5s. cloth. 

SINNETT.-BYWAYS OF HISTORY, 

From the Twelfth to the ' Sixteenth Century. By Mrs. Percy Sinnett. 3 vols, pest Svo. 
18s. cloth. 

SMITH (MRS.) -THE FEMALE DISCIPLE OF THE FIRST 

THREE CENTURIES of the CHRISTIAN ERA : her Trials and her Mission. ByMrs. Henry i 
Smith. Fcp. Svo. 6s. cloth. j 

SMITH.-SACRED ANNALS; 

Or, Researches into the History and Reli^on of Mankind, from the Creation of the World to 
the Death of Isaac : deduced frova. the Writings of Moses and other Inspired Authors, copiously 
illustrated and confirmed by the Ancient Records, Traditions^ and Mythology of the Heathen 
World. By George Smith, F.S.A. &c. Author of *< The Religion of Ancient Britain," &c. 
Crown Svo. 10s. cloth. 

SMITH (GE0R6E).-PERIL0US TIMES; 

Or, the Aggressions of Antichristian Error on Scriptural Christianity, considered in reference 
to the Dangers and Duties of Protestants. By Geo. Smith, F.A.S. &c. Fcp. Svo. 6s. cloth. 

SMITH (CxEORGE). - THE RELIGION OF ANCIENT 

BRITAIN HISTORICALLY CONSIDERED: or, a Succinct Account of the several Religious 
Systems which have obtained in this Island from the Earliest Times to the Norman Conquest : 
including an Investigation into the Early Progress of Error in the Christian Church, the 
Introduction of the Gospel into Britain, and the State of Religion in England till Popery had 
gained the ascendancy. By George Smith, F.A.S. &c. 2d Edition. Svo. 7s. 6d. cloth. 

SMITH.-THE ENGLISH FLORA. 

By Sir Jambs Edwar1> Smith, M.D. F.R.S., late President of the Linn«ean Society, &c. 

6 vols. Svo. £Z, 12s. boards. 
Contents :— Vols. I. to IV. The Flowering Plants and the Ferns, £2. 8s. 
Vol. V. Part 1, 12ai^-CRYPT00AMiA ; comprising the Mosse8> Hepatice, Lichens, Characee, 

and AlwB. By Sir W. J. Hooker. 
Vol. V. Part 2, 12s.— The Fungi— completing the work, by Sir J. W. Hooker, and the Rev. 

M. J. Berkeley, F.L.S. &c. 



2S NEW WORKS AND NEW EDITIONS 



SMITH -COMPENDIUM OF THE ENGLISH FLORA, 

By Sir J. B. Smith. 9d Bdit. with Additions, ««:. By Sir W. J. Hooebr. lamo. 7«. 6d. cL 
THE SAME IN LATIN. Sth Edition, Itaio. 78. 6d. 

SMITH -AN INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF BOTANY. 

By Sir J. B. Smith, late Kretident of the Linnoin Society. 7th Edition, corrected ; in which 
the obsiectof Smith's ** Ormmmur of BoUny" is combined with that of the '* Introduction." 
By Sir William Jackson Hookrr, K.H., LL.D., ftc. 8vo. with 36 Steel Plates, 16a. doth ; 
with the Plates coloured, ^% 13s. 6d. cloth. 

SMITH (SYDNEY).-SERMONS PREACHED AT ST. PAUL'S 

Cathedral, the Fouudlinr Hospital, and several Churches in London} together with others 
addressed to a Countr)- OBnmrefrstion. By the late Rev. Bydnky Smith, Canon Residentiary 
of St. Paul's Cathedral. 8vo. las. cloth. 

SMITH.-THE WORKS OF THE REV. SYDNEY SMITH. 

Sd Edition, with Additions. 8 vols. 8vo. with Portrait, S6s. cloth. 

*.* 'I hi* coUcction coMiaU of the ■uthor's coatributkuu to Mm Ediaburfb Review, Peter PlTmlej's I«ttcra oa 
the CetboUce, uidotlier mieceiUtteow work*. 

SOPHOCLES, BY LINWOOD. 

SOPHOCLIS TRAO<BDIiB SUPERSTITES. Recensuifc, et brevi adnoUtione insftrozit 
GuLiBLMus LiNwooD, A.M. iEdis Christi apud Oxonienses Alumnus. 8vo. 168. cloth. 

SOUTHEY'S (ROBERT) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS; 

Containing all the Author's last Introductions and Notes. Complete in one volume, with ' 
Portrait and View of the Poet's Residence at Keswick, uniform with Byron's and Moore's 
Poems. 8vo. 2l8. cloth ; or 42s. bound in morocco, by Hayday. 
Also, an Edition in 10 vols. fcp.8vo. with Portrait and 19 Plates, ^t2, 10s. cloth ; morocco, jff4.10s. 

SOUTHEY (ROBERT).-THE DOCTOR, &c. 

Vol. VI. From the Papers of the late Robert Southey, LL.D. Edited by his Son-in-Law, ' 
the Rev. John Wood WASTKa. Post 8vo. 10s. 6d. cloth. 

*»* The Seventh Volume, to complete the work, is in ihepre$t. 

SOUTHEY (ROBERT). - THE LATE MR. SOUTHEY'S I 

COMMON- PLACE BOOK ; comprisinir his Readinn and Collections in History. Biography, i 
Manners and Literature, Voyai^es and Travels, iic, &c. ; systematically arranffoi. 

llnihepr^ss. 

SOUTHEY.-THE LIFE OF WESLEY; 

And Rise and Progress of Methodism. By Robert Soothby, Esq. LL.D. Sd Edition, with , 
Notes by the late Samuel Taylor Coleridflre, Esq., and Remarks on the Life and Character of 
John Wesley, by the late Alexander Knox, Esq. Edited by the Rev. CHarlbs Cuthbbrt 
South by, A.M. Curate of Cockermouth. 2 vols. Svo. with 2 R>rtraits, 28s. cloth. 

SOUTHEY, &C.-LIVES OF THE BRITISH ADMIRALS : i 

With an Introductory View of the Naval History of England. By R. Soutuby, Esq. and , 
R. Bbll, Esq. 5 vols. fcp. 8vo. with Vignette Titles, ^l. 10s. cloth. } 

SPIRIT OF THE WOODS (THE). j 

By the Author of "The Moral of Flowers." 2d EdiHon. Royal Svo. with 23 beautifnUy- ; 
coloured Engravings of the Forest Trees of Great Britain, ^l. I is. fid. doth. | 

STABLE TALK AND TABLE TALK; i 

or, SPECTACLES for YOUNG SPORTSMEN. By Habry Hibovbr. 2 vols. Svo. with ' 
Portrait, 24s. cloth. 

" This work will become a ^reat favourite with all perwu who art connected with the turf, the chaae, and the 
world of manly sports. It is written in a pleasant, off hand, dashing manner, and contains an immense Taiiety 
of information and entertaining matter." — ^Wbski.t Dispa.tch. 

STEBBING.-THE HISTORY OF THE CHRISTIAN CHURCH, 

from its Foundation to a.d. 1492. By the Rev. H. Stbbbino, M.A. &c. 2 vols. fcp. Svo. 
with Vi^ette Titles, 12b. cloth. 

STEBBING.-THE HISTORY OF THE REFORMATION. 

By the Rev. H. Stbbbino. 2 vols. fcp. Svo. with Vijniette Titles, 128. cloth. 

STEEL'S SHIPMASTER'S ASSISTANT ; 

' Compiled for the use of Merchants, Owners and Masters of Ships, Officers of Customs, and all 
Persons connected with Shipping; or Commerce : containing the I3bw and Local R^rulations 



affecting the Ownership, ClTargei and Management of Ships and their Cargoes ; together with 
Notices of other Matters, and all necessary Information for Mariners. New Edition, rewritten 
throughout. Edited by Gbah am Willmorb, Esq. M.A. Barrister-at-Xaw ;'The Customs 
and Shipping Department, by George Clements, of the Customs, London, Compiler of 
"The Customs Guide;— The Exchanges, &c. and Naval Book-keeping, by Wilmam Tate, 
Author of "The Modem Cambist." Svo. 288. cloth ; or, 29s. bound. 



STEEPLETON ; 



Or, High Church and Low Chnrch. Being the present Tendencies of Parties in the Church, 
exhibited in the History of Frank Faithful. By a Clbroyman. Fcp. 8vo. 6s. cloth. 



STEPHENS.-A MANUAL OF BRITISH COLEOPTERA; 

or, BEETLES: containingaDescriptionof allthe Species of Beetles hitherto ascertained 
inhabit Great Britain and Ireland, &c. With a Complete Index of the Genera. By J. F. 



or, BEETLES: containingaDescriptionof allthe Species of Beetles hitherto ascertained to 
inhabit Great Britain and Ireland, &c. With a Complete Index of the Genera. 
Stephens, F.L.S. Author qf " Illustrations of Eniomology." Post 8vo. Us. cloth. 

SWAINSON.-A PRELIMINARY DISCOURSE ON THE 

STUDY OF NATURAL HISTORY. By W. Swainson, Esq. Fcp. 8yo. 68. cloth. 

A TRBA.TISBONTHE NATURAL HISTORY AND 

Classlfication of Animals. By W. 
Swainson, Esq. Fcp. 8vo. 6s. 
, Natural History and Ci^assification 



Natural History and Classification 
OF Fish, Amphibians, AND Reptiles. By 
W. Swainson, Esq. 2 vols. fcp. 8vo. 12s. 



Habits and Instincts of Animals. By 
W. Swainson, Esq. Fcp. Svo. with Vignette 
and numerous Woodcuts, 68. cloth. 



A Treatise on Malacology ; or, the Natu- 
ral Classification of Shells and Shell-fish. 
By W. Swainson, Esq. Fcp. Svo. 6s. cloth. 

A Treatise ON Taxidermy; with the Bio- 

of tlieir 
Svo. 6s. 



grraphy of Zoologists, and Notices of their 
works. By W. Swainson, Esq. Fcp.Svc 



OF Quadrupeds. By W. Swainson, Esq. 

Fcp. Svo. with Woodcuts, 6s. cloth. 
Natural History and Classification of 

Birds. By W. Swainson, Esq. 2 vols. 

fcp. Svo. with 300 IVoodcuts, 128. cloth. 
History and Natural Arrangement of 

Insects. By W. Swainson, Esq., and W, 

£. Shuckard, Esq. Fcp. Svo. 6s. cloth. 
Animals in Menageries. By W. Swainson, 

Esq. Fcp. Svo. Vignette Title and numerous 

Woodcuts, 6s. cloth. 

SWITZERLAND. -THE HISTORY OF SWITZERLAND. 

(In the Cabinet Cyclopaedia.) Fcp. Svo. with Vignette Title, 6s. cloth. 

SYMONDS.-THE LAW RELATING TO MERCHANT SEAMEN, 

Arranged chiefly for the Use of Masters and Officers in the Merchant Service. With an 
Appendix, containing the Act 7 and S Vic. c. 112 ; the Regulations under wliich Lascars may 
be eniployed; and some forms of Proceedings before Magistrates. By £. W. SymondI, 
Esq. Chief Clerk to the Thames Police Court. 3d Edition. 12mo. 5s. cloth. 

TATE.-HORATIUS RESTITUTUS; 

Or, the Books of Horace arranged in Chronological Order, according to the Scheme of Dr. 
Bentley, from the Text of Gesner, corrected and improved. With a Preliminary Dissertation. 
very much enlarged, on the Chronology of the Works, on the Localities, and on the Life ana 
Character of that Poet. By the Rev. James Tate, M.A. 2d Edition. Svo. 128. cloth. 

TATE. -THE CONTINUOUS HISTORY OF THE LIFE AND 

WRITINGS OF ST. PAUL, on the basis of the Acts ; with Intercalary Matter of Sacred 
Narrative, supplied from the Epistles, and elucidated in occasional Dissertations : with the 
Horse Paulinse of Dr. Paley, in a more correct edition, subjoined. By James Tate, M.A. 
Canon Residentiary of St. Paul's. Svo. with Map, 138. cloth. 

TAYLER (REV. CHARLES B.)-MARGARET ; 

Or, the Pearl. By the Rev. Charles B. Tayler, M.A. Rector of St. Peter's, Cliester, Author 
of " May You Like It," " Records of a Good Man's Life," &c. New Edition. Fcp. Svo. 6s. cl. 

TAYLER (REV. CHARLES B.)-LADY MARY; 

Or, Not of the World. By the Rev. Charles B. Tayler, Rector of St. Peter's, Chester; 
Author of ** Margaret, or the Pearl," &c. New Edition. Fcp. Svo. 6s. 6d. cloth. 

TAYLER (REV. C. B.)-TRACTARIANISM NOT OF GOD : 

Sermons. By the Rev. C. B. Taylkr, M.A. Rector of St. Peter's, and Evening Lecturer of 
St. Mary's, Chester ; Author of " Records of a Good Ma^'s Life," &c. Fcp. Svo. 6s. clotli. 

TAYLER (REV. C. B.)-DORA MELDER; 

A Story of Alsace. By Meta Sander. A Translation. Edited by the Rev. C. B. Tayler, 
* Author of ** Records of a Good Man's Life," &c. Fcp. Svo. with two Illustrations, 7s. cloth. 

TAYLOR' (JEREMY).-BISHOP JEREMY TAYLOR'S ENTIRE 

WORKS: with the Life by Bishop Heber. Revised and corrected by the Rev. Charles 
Page Eden, Fellow of Oriel College, Oxford. The Second Volume (the First in the order of 
publication) contains the Life of Christ, complete. Svo. lOs. 6d. cloth. 

%* To be completed in Twelve Volumes. Vol. III. containing the Holy Living and Dying, 
will be published in October. 

THIRLWALL.-THE HISTORY OF GREECE. 

By the Right Rev. the Lord Bishop of St. David's (the Rev. Connop Thirlwall). A New 
Edition, revised ; with Notes. Vols. I. to III. Svo. with Maps, 36s. cloth. To be completed 
in 8 volumes, price 128. each. [Vol. IV, in October, 

*** Also, an Edition in 8 vols. fcp. Svo. with Vignette Titles, ^2. Ss. cloth. 



THOMSON'S SEASONS. 

With Notes, illustrative of the Nataral History* Biography, Classical AUnsions, and General 
Philosophy contained in the Foems. By Anthom r Todd Thomson, M.D. F.L.S. he. &c. 
rep. 8vo. - [In October. 

THOMSON'S SEASONS, 

Edited bv Bolton Cornbt, Esq. Illustrated with Seventy-seren Designs drawn ou Wood, 
by Membera of the Etching Clnb. Engraved by Thompson and other eminent Engraven. 
Square crown 8vo. uniform with <* Goldsmith's Poems," 2ls. cloth ; or, bound in morocco^ 
by Hayday, S68. 

THOMSON.-THE DOMESTIC MANAGEMENT OF THE SICK 

ROOM, necessary, in Aid of Medical Treatment, for the Cure of Diseases. By Anthony 
Todd Thomson, M.D. F.L.S. &c. 2d Edition. Post 8vo. 10s. 6d. cloth. 

THOMSON (JOHN).-TABLES OF INTEREST, 

At Three, Four, Four-and-a-Half, and Five per Cent., f^om One Pound to Ten Thousand, and 
fhmi One to Three Hundred and ^ixty-five Days, in a regular progression of single Days; 
with Interest at all the above Rates, from One to Twelve Months, and from One to Ten Years* 
Also, numerous other Tables of Exchanges, Time, and Discounts. By John Thomson, 
Accountant in Edinburgh. 12mo. 8s. bound. 

THOMSON.-EXPERIMENTAL RESEARCHES ON THE FOOD 

Of ANIMALS and the FATIENING of CATTLE : with Remarks on the Food of Man. By 
Robert Dundas Thomson, M.D. of the University of Glasgow. Fcp. 8vo. 5s. cloth. 

TISCHENDORFF.-TRAVELS IN THE EAST. 

By Constantinb Tischendorff, Editor of the "Codex Ephr&mi Rescriptus,*' "Codex 
Friderico-Augustanus," &c. Translated from the German by W. £. Shuckabd. l6mo. 
6s. 6d. cloth. 

TOMLINE (BISHOP).-AN INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY 

of the BIBLE : containing Proofs of the Authenticity and Inspiration of the Holy Scriptures ; 
a Summary of the History of the Jews ; an Account of the Jewish Sects ; and a brief 
Statement of the Contents of the several Books of the Old and New Testaments. By Geobgb 
Tomlinb,D.D. F.R.S. 20th Edition Fcp. 8vo. 6s. 6d. cloth. 

TOMLINS.-A POPULAR LAW DICTIONARY ; 

Familiarly explaining the Terms and Nature of English Law ; adspted to the comprehension 
of persons not educated for the legal profession, and affording information peculiarly useful 
to Magistrates. Merchants, Parochial Officers, and others. By Thomas Edlyne Tomlins,. 
Attorney and Solicitor. Post 8vo. 18s. cloth. 

TOOKE.-A HISTORY OF PRICES : 

HVith reference to the Causes of their principal Variations, fttrm 1792 to the Present Time 
Preceded by a Sketch of the History of the Com Trade in the last Two Centuries. By Thomas 
TooKE, Esq. F.R.S. 8 vols. Svo. dB2» 8s. cloth. 

*»« Separately, Vols. 1 and 2, 368. ; Vol. 3, 12s. 

TOPHAM.- CHEMISTRY MADE EASY, 

For the Use of Agriculturists. By John Topham, A.M. Rector of St. Andrew, St Mary 
Witton, and St. Nicholas, Droitwich. 3d Edition. 16mo. 2s. sewed. 

TOWNSEND (CHARLES). - THE LIVES OF TWELVE 

EMINENT JUDGES of the LAST and of the PRESa^^T CENTURY. By W. Charles 
TowNSBND, Esq. A.M. Recorder of Macclesfield; Author of "Memoirs of the House of 
Commons.'* 2 vols. Svo. 28s. cloth. 

TREVOR; OR, THE NEW SAINT FRANCIS. 

A Tale for the Times. Fcp Svo. 6s. cloth. 

TROLLOPE (REV. ¥.)-ANALECTA THEOLOGICA : 

A Critical, Philolofj^ical, and Exegetical Commentary on the New Testament, adapted to the 
Greek Text : compiled and di|;ested from the most approved sources, British and Fordgn, and 
so arranged as to exhibit the comparative weij^bt of the different Opinions on Disputed Texts. 
By the Rev. William Trollope,M.A. New Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. jfi*!. 12s. cloth. 

TURNER.-THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND, 

From the Earliest Period to the Death of Elizabeth. By Sharon Turner, Esq. F.A.S. 
R.A.S.L. New Editions. 12 vols. Svo. j^S. 3s. cloth.— Or, separately, 

THE HISTORY of the ANGLO-SAXONS. 8 vols. Svo. £^. 5s. boards. 

THE HISTORY of ENGLAND durinr the MIDDLE AGES. 5 vols. Svo. ^3, bds. 

THE HISTORY of the REIGN of HENRY VIII. 2 vols. Svo. 26s. boards. 

THE REIGNS of EDWARD YI., MARY, and ELIZABETH. 2 vols. 8vo. S2s. bds. 



TTJRNER.-THE SACRED HISTORY OF THE WORLD, 

Philosophically considered. BySharon Turner, F.S.A.R.A.S.L. New Edit. Svl8.8vo.428.cl. 

TURNER -A TREATISE ON THE FOOT OF THE HORSE, 

And a New Systeioa of Shoeing, by one-sided nailing; ; and on the Nature, Origin, and Symptoms 



of the Nayicular Joint Lameness, with Preventive and Curative Treatment. 
Turner, M.R.Y.C. Royal 8vo. 7s. 6d. boards. 
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TURTON'S (DR.) MANUAL OF THE LAND AND FRESH- 

WATER SHELLS of the BRITISH ISLANDS. A New Edition, thoroughly revised and with 
considerable Additions. By John Edward Gray, Keeper of the Zoological Collection in 
the British Museum. Post 8vo. with Woodcuts, and 12 Coloured Plates i5s. cloth. 

TWELVE YEARS AGO : A TALE. 

By the Author of " Letters to my Unknown Friends.*' Fcp. Bvo. 6b. 6d. doth. 

TWISS -VIEW OF THE PR06RESS0F POLITICAL ECONOMY 

in EUROPE since the SIXTEENTH CENTURY ; being a Course of Lectures delivered before 
the University of Oxford, in Michaelmas Term 1846, and LentTerm 1847. By Travbrs Twis?, 
D.C.L. F.R.S. Professor of Political Economy, and Fellow of University College, Oxford. 
8vo. 10s. 6d. cloth. 

TYTLER (PROF.) - PROFESSOR TYTLER'S ELEMENTS 

OF GENERAL HISTORY, Ancient and Modern, with Dr. Nares' Continuation. A 
New Edition, revised and continued to the Death of William IV. 8vo. with 7 Maps, 
14s. cloth. 

URE.-DICTIONARY OF ARTS, MANUFACTURES, & MINES ; 

Containing a clear Exposition of their Principles and Practice. By Andrew Urb, M.D. 
F.R.S. M.6.S. M.A.S. Lond.; M. Acad. N.L. Philad. ; S. Ph. Soc. N. Germ. Hanov. ; MuUi. 
&c. &c. 3d Edition, corrected. 8vo. with 1,240 Engravings on Wood, oOs. cloth.— Also, 
SUPPLEMENT of RECENT IMPROVEMENTS. 2d, Edition. 8vo. with Woodcuts, Us. cloth. 

VON ORLICH (CAPT.)-TRAVELS IN INDIA; 

Including Scinde and the Punjab,in 1842 and 1843. By Capt.LEOPOLD Von Orlich. Translated 
from theGermna, by H. Evans Lloyd, Esq. 2 vols. 8vo. with coloured Frontispieces, and 
numerous Illustrations on Wood, SSs. cloth. 

WALFORD (J. E.)-THE LAWS OF THE CUSTOMS, 

Conipiled by Direction of the Lords Commissioners of Her Majesty's Treasury, and published 
under the Sanction of the Commissioners of Her Majesty's Customs ; with Notes and a 
General Index. Edited by J. G. Walford, Esq. Solicitor for the Customs. 8vo. lOs. 6d. cloth. 

WALKER'S PRONOUNCING DICTIONARY OF THE ENGLISH 

LANGUAGE, adapted to the present State of Literature and Science. By B. H. Smart, 
Author of " Theory and Practice of Elocution," &c. 2d Edition. To which are now added, 
an enlarged Etymological Index ; and a Supplement, containing nearly 3000 Words not in- 
cluded in the previous edition of the Dictionary. Svo. 15s. cloth. 

*«* The Supplement, with the Etymologic^ Index, may be had separately. Svo. 3s. 6d. swd. 

jSr Walker's Pronouncing Dictionary Epitomised, by Smart, ^ew Edition^ 16mo. 7s. 6d. cl. 

WALKER (GEO.)-CHESS STUDIES; 

Comprising One Thousand Games of Chess, as really plaved by the first Chess Flayers ; 
forming a complete Encyclopsdiaof Reference, and presenting the greatest Collection extant 
of fine specimens of strategy in every stage of the Game. Selected and arranged by GEdRos 
Walker, Author of " Chess made Easy,'' &c. 8vo. lOs. 6d. sewed. 

WARDLAW.-DISCOURSES ON THE PRINCIPAL POINTS 

OF THE SOCINIAN CONTROVERSY— the Unity of God, and the Trinity of Persons in the 
Godhead ; the Stipreme Divinity of Jesus Christ ; the Doctrine of the Atonement ; the Christian 
Character, &c. By Ralph Wardlaw, D.D. 6th Edition, Svo. 15s. cloth. 

WATERTON.-ESSAYS ON NATURAL HISTORY, 

Chiefly Ornithology. By Charles Waterton, Esq., Author of " Wanderings in South 
America." With an Autobiography of the .Author, and a View of Walton Hall. New 
Edition. Fcp. 8vo. 8s. cloth. 
SECOND SERIES. With Continuation of Mr. Watbrton's Autobiography. New Edition. 
Fcp. 8vo. with Vignette by T. Creswick, A.R.A. 6s. 6d. cloth. 
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WEBSTER -AN ENCYCLOP JIDIA OF DOMESTIC ECONOMY; 

CompriuD^ sach subjects as are most immediately connected with Housekeeping : as. The 
Construction of Domestic Edifices, with the modes of Warming, Ventilatinr, and Lighting^ 
them— A description of the various articles of Furniture, with the nature of toeir Materials- 
Duties of ServanU, &c. &c. &c. By Thomas Wbbstbb, F.G.S. &c. ; assisted by the late 
Mrs. Parkes, Author of ** Domestic Duties." 8vo. with nearly 1,000 Woodcuts^ 508. cloth. 

WEIL (DR. G.)-THE BIBLE, THE KORAN, AND THE 

TALMUD; or. Biblical LeK;end8 of the Mussulmans, compiled from Arabic Sources, and 
compared with Jewish Traditions. By Dr. 6. Weil, Librarian of the University of Heidelber;p, 
Fellow of the Asiatic Society of Pans, &c. Translated from the German, with Occasional 
Notes. Post 8vo. 7s. 6d. cloth. 

WESTWOOD (J. 0.)-AN INTRODUCTION TO THE MODERN 

CLASSIFICATION OF INSECTS ; founded on the Natural Habits and compounding^ On^ni- 
sation of the different Families. By J. O. Wbstwood, F.L S. &c. &c. &c. 2 vols. 8vo. with 
numerous Illustrations, j£'2. 7s. cloth. 

WHITLEY.-THE APPLICATION OF GEOLOGY TO AGRI- 

CULTURE, and to the Improvement and Valuation of Land : with the Nature and Properties 
of Soils, and the Principles of Cultivation. By Nicholas Wh itlby, Land-Surveyor. Svo. 
78. 6d. cloth. 

WILBERFORCE (W.)-A PRACTICAL VIEW OF THE PRE- 

VAILING RELIGIOUS SYSTEMS of PROFESSED CHRISTIANS, in the Higher and 
Middle Classes in this Country, contrasted with Real Christianity. By Wm. Wildbbforce, 
Esq. M.P. 17th Edition. Svo. Ss. board8.-20th Edition. Fcp. Svo. 48. 6d. cloth. 

WILKINSON.-A CATECHISM OF CHURCH HISTORY IN 

GENERAL, from the Apostolic Age to the Present Time. To which is added, a Catechism 
of English Church History ; with a Summary of principal Events, in Chronological Order. 
By the Rev. W. F. Wilkinson, A.M. Theological Tutor of Cheltenham College. Fcp. Svo. 
6s. cloth. 



WILLOUGHBY (LADY).-A DIARY, 

Purporting to be by the LADY WILLOUGHBY, of the Reign of Charles I. ; embracing some I 
Passages of her Domestic History from 1635 to 1648. Produced in the style of the period to 
which the Diary refers. 5th Edit. Square fcp. Svo. Ss. boards; or 18s. in morocco by Hayday. 

WILLOUGHBY (LADY) -A FEW REMAINING PASSAGES 

from the DIARY of LADY WILLOUGHBY. Crown 4to. uniform with the Firnt Edition of 
Lady Willoughby's Diary. ■ [/ii the Mttumtu 

WILSON. -THE LANDS OF THE BIBLE VISITED AND 

DES(^RIBED, in an Extensive Journey undertaken with special reference to the promotion 
of Biblical Research and the advancement of the Cause of Philanthropy. By John Wilson, 
D.D. F.R.S. Honorary President of the Bombay Branch of the Royal Asiatic sociery. Member 
of the Editorial Committee of the Asiatic Section of the Royal Society of Northern Antiquaries 
at Copenhagen, Missionary of the Free Church of Scotland, &c. 2 vols. Svo. with Maps and 
numerous illustrations, jBI, 16s. cloth. 

WINTER (J. W.)-THE HORSE IN HEALTH AND DISEASE : 

Or, Suggestions on his Natural and General History, Varieties, Conformation, Paces, Age, 
Soundness, Stabling, Condition, Training, and Shoeing. With a Digest of Veterinary Practice. 
By James W. Winter. M.R.C.V.S.L. Member of the Association Litt^raire d'Egypte, late 
Veterinar) Surgeon to Mehemet Ali and Ibrahim Pasha. Svo. 10s. 6d. cloth. 

WOOD. -A PRACTICAL TREATISE ON RAILROADS, 

And Interior Communication in General ; containing numerous Experiments on the Powers 
of the Improved Locomotive Engines, and Tables of the comparative Cost of Conveyance on 
Canals, Railways, and Turnpike Roads. By Nicholas Wood, Menib. Inst. Civ. Eng. &c. 
3d Edition. Svo. with Plates and Woodcuts, 318. 6d. cloth. 

ZOOLOGY OF THE VOYAGE OF H.M.SS. EREBUS AND 

TERROR. Under the Command of Capt. Sir Jambs Clark Ross, R.N. F.R.S. during the 
years 1839, 40, 41, 42, 43. Published by Authority of the Lord's Commissioners of the 
Admiralty. Edited by John Richardson, M.D. F.R.S. &c. ; and John Edward Gray, 
Esq. F.R.S. Parts I. to XV. royal 4to. with numerous coloured and plain Plates, lOs. each. 

ZUMPT (PROF.) - A GRAMMAR OF THE LATIN LANGUAGE. 

By C. G. ZuMPT, Ph. D. Professor in the University of Beriin, aud Member of the Royal 
Academy of Berlin. Translated from the Ninth Edition of the original, and adapted for the 
use of English Students, by L. Schmitz, Ph. D., Rector of the High School of Edinburgh; 
with many Additions and Corrections communicated by the Author. New Edition. Svo. 
14s. cloth. 
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